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TO 



THK RIQHT HONOURABLE 



PHILIP, 

EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, &a* 



MY LORD, 

I CANNOT begin my address to your lordship better 
than in the words of Virgil : 



Quod optanti dro&m promiitere nemo 



Auderetf vohenda dies, en, attulit ultra 

Seven years together I have concealed the longing 
which I had to appear before you : a time as tedi* 
ous as iBneas passed in his wandering voyage^ be- 



* Philip Stanhope, second Earl of Chesterfield, born in 1634i 
He was a man of considerable talent and political activity ; was 
active in forwarding the Restoration ; ana enjoyed at tlw court 
of Charles IL several ofRces» but was now retired H» died ki 
171S. 
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4 DEDICATION 

fore he reached the promised Italy. But I consi- 
deredi that nothing which my meanness could pro- 
duce» was worthy of your patronage. At last this 
happy occasion offSed, of presenting to you the 
best poem of the best poet If I balked this op- 
portunity^ I was in despair of finding such another ; 
and» if I took it I was still uncertain whether you 
would vouchsafe to accept it from my hands. It 
was a bold venture which I made, in ciesiring your 
permission to lay my unworthy labours at your feet ^ 
But my rashness has succeeded beyond my hopes ; 
and you have been pleased not to suffer an old man 
to go discontented out of the world, for want of 
that protection, of which he had been so long am- 
bitious. I have known a gentleman in disgrace, 
and not daring to appear before King Charles the 
Second, though he much desired it : at length he 
took the confidence to attend a fair lady to the 
court, and told his majesty, that, under her protec- 
tion, he had presumed to wait on him. With the 
same humble confidence, I present myself before 
your lordship, and, attending on Virgil, hope a gra« 
eious reception. The genueman succeeded, be- 
cause the powerful lady was his friend ; but I have 
too much injured my great author, to expect he 
should intercede for me. I would have translated 
him ; but, according to the literal French and Ita- 
lian phrases, I fear f have traduced him. It is the 
fault of many a well-meaning man, to be officious 
in a wrong place, and do a prejudice where he . 
had endeavoured to do a service. Virgil wrote his 
Georgics in the full strength and vigour of his age, 
when his judgment was at the height, and before 
his fancy was declining. He had (according to our • 
homely saying) his fuU swing at this poem, begin- 
ning it about the age of thirty-five, and scarce con- 
cluding it before he arrived at forty. It is obser- 
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ved, both of him and Horace, (and I believe it will 
hold in all great poets,) that, though the^ wrote 
before with a certain heat of genius which inspired 
them» yet that heat was not perfectly^ digested. 
There is required a continuance of warmth, to ripen 
the best and noblest fruits. Thus Horace, in his 
First and Second Book of Odes, was still rising, but 
came not to his meridian till the Third ; after which, 
his judgment was an overpoise to his imagination : 
he grew too cautious to oe bold enough ; for he 
descended in his Fourth by slow degrees, and, in his 
Satires and Epistles, was more a philosopher and a 
critic than a poet In the beginning of summer, 
the days are almost at a stand, with little variation 
of length or shortness, because at that time the di- 
urnal motion of the sun partakes more of a right 
line than of a spiral. The same is the method of 
nature in the frame of man. He seems at fortv to 
be fully in his summer tropic ; somewhat before, 
and somewhat after, he finds in his soul but small 
increases or decays. From fifty to three score, the 
balance generally holds even, in our colder cli* 
mates : ror he loses not much in fancy ; and judg- 
ment, which is the effect of observation, still in- 
creases. His succeeding years afford him little 
more than the stubble of his own harvest : yet, if 
his constitution be healthful, his mind may still re- 
tain a decent vigour ; and the cleanings of that 
EpIEhim, in comparison with others, will surpass 
the vintage of Abiezer. I have called this some- 
where, by a bold metaphor, a green old age ; but 
Virgil has given me his authonty for the figure.—- 

Jam senior ; ted cruda Deo, viriduque sinectus. 

Among those few who enjoy the advantage of a 
latter spnng, your lordship is a rare example ; who, 
being now arrived at your great climacteric, yet 
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^ve no proof of the least decay of your excellent 
judgment and comprehension of all things which 
are within the compass of human understanding. 
Your conversation is as leasy as it is instructive ; 
and I could never observe the least vanity^ (x the 
least assuming, in any thing you said, but a natural 
unaffected m^esty, full of good sense, and well di- 
gested ; a clearness of notion, expressed in ready 
and unstudied words. No man has complained, or 
even can, that you have discoursed too long on any 
subject ; for you leave us in an eagerness of learn* 
ing more ; pleased with what we hear, but not sa- 
tisfied, because you will not speak so much as we 
could wish. I dare not excuse your lordship from 
this fault ; for, though it is none in you, it is one 
to all who have the happiness of being known to 
ou. I must confess, tne critics make it one of 
irgiPs beauties, that, having said what he thought 
convenient, he always left somewhat for the imagi- 
nation of his readers to supply ; that they mignt 
ratify their fancies, by finding more in what he 
ad written, than at first they could ; and think 
they had added to his thought, when it was all 
there before-hand, and he only saved himself the 
expence of words. However it was, I never went 
from your lordship, but with a longing to return^ 
or without a hearty curse to him who invented ce- 
remonies in the world, and put me on the neces- 
sity of withdrawing, when it was my intevel^ at 
well as my desire, to have given you a much longer 
trouble. I cannot imagine, (if your lordship will 

give me leave to speak my thoughts,) but you have 
ad a more than ordinary vigour in your youth ; 
for too much of heat is required at first, that there 
may not too little be left at last. A prodigal fire 
is only capable of large remains ; and ^ours, my 
lord, still bums the clearer in ^edinmg. The 
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blue ia uot so fierce as at the first ; but the smoke 
is wholly vanished ; and your friends^ who stand 
about you, are not only sensible of a cheerful 
warmth, but are kept at an awful distance by its 
force. In my small observations of mankind, I 
have ever found, that such as are not rather too full 
of spirit when tiiey are young, degenerate to duU 
ness in their age. Sobriety m our riper years is 
die effect of a well concocted warmth : but, where 
the principles are only phlegm, wliat can be expect- 
ed from the waterisn matter, but an insipid man- 
hoodp 3X\d a stupid old infancy—- discretion in lead- 
ing-strings, and a confirmed ignorance on crutches ? 
Virgil, in his Third Georgic, when he describes a 
colt, who promises a courser for the race, or for the 
field of battle, shews him Uie first to pass the 
bridge, which trembles under him, and to stem the 
torrent of the fiood. His beginnings must be in 
rashness— a noble fault ; but time and experience 
will correct tliat error, and tame it into a deliberate 
and well-weighed courage, which knows both to be 
cautious and to dare, as occasion offers. Your 
lordship is a man of honour, not only so unstained, 
but so unquestioned, tliat you are the living stand- 
ard of that heroic virtue ; so truly such, that if I 
would flatter you, I could not. It takes not from 
you^ that you were born with principles of gene- 
rosity and probity ; but it adds to you, that you 
have cultivated nature, and made tnose principles 
the rule and mtasure of all your actions. The world 
knows this, without my telling ; yet poets have a 
right of recording it to all posterity : 

mm laude virum Muia veUU morL 



Epaminondas, LucuUus, and the two first Cassars, 
were not esteemed the worse comfnanders, for ha- 
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ving made philosophy and the liberal arts their 
study. Cicero might have been their equal, but 
that he wanted courage. To have both these vir- 
tues, and to have improved them both with a soft- 
ness of manners and a sweetness of conversation — 
few of our nobility can fill that character. ' One 
there is, and so conspicuous by his own light, that 
he needs not 

Digito morutrari, et dicier^ ** Hie est V* 

To be nobly bom, and of an ancient family, is in 
the extremes of fortunei either good or bad ; for 
Virtue and descent are no inheritance. A long se- 
ries of ancestors shews the native with great ad- 
vantage at the first ; but, if he any way degenerate 
from his line, the least spot is visible on etmine. 
But, to preserve this whiteness in its original pu- 
rity, you, my lord, have, like that ermine, forsaken 
the common tract of business, which is not always 
clean : you have chosen for yourself a private 
greatness, and will not be polluted with ambition. 
It has been observed in former times, that none 
have been so greedy of employments, and of mana- 
ging the public, as they who have least deserved 
their stations. But such only merit to be called 

Jatriots, under whom we see their country flourish, 
have laughed sometimes, (for who would always 
be a Heraclitus ?) when I have reflpcted on those 
men, who from time to time have shot themselves 
into the world, I have seen many successions of 
them ; some bolting out upon the stage with vast 
applause, and others hissed off, and quitting it with 
disgrace. But, while they were in action, I have con- 
stantly observed, thatthey seemed desirous to retreat 
from business:. greatness, they said, was nauseous, 
and a crowd was troublesome : a quiet privacy was 
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their ambition. Some few of themi I believe, laid 
this in eamesti and were making a provision against 
future wanti that they might enioy their age with 
ease. They saw the happiness of a private me, and 
promised to themselves a blessing, which every day 
it was in their power to possess. But they defer- 
red it, and lingered still at court, because they 
thought they had not yet enough to make them 
happy : they would have more, and laid in» to make 
their solitude luxurious :*-*-a wretched philosophy, 
which Epicurus never taught them in nis garden. 
They loved the prospect of this quiet In reversion, 
but were not willing to have it in possession : they 
would first be old, and make as sure of health and 
Ufe, as if both of them were at their dispose. But 
put them to the necessity of a present choice, and 
they preferred continuance in power; like the 
wretcn who called Death to his assistance, but re< 
fused him when he came. The great Scipio was 
not of their opinion, who indeed sought honours in 
his youth, and endured the fatigues with whicli he 
purchased them. He served his country when it 
was in need of his courage and conduct, till he 
thought it was time to serve himself; but dis« 
mounted from the saddle when he found the beast 
which bore him began to grow restiff and ungo* 
vemable. But your lordship has given us a better 
example of moderation. You saw betimes, that in** 
gratitude is not confined to commonwealths ; and 
therefore, though you were formed alike for the 
greatest of civil employments and military com- 
mands, yet you pushed not your fortune to rise in 
either, but contented yourself with being capable, 
as much as any whosoever, of defending your coun- 
try with your sword, or assisting it with your coun- 
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fdy when vou were called.* For the rest, the re- 
spect and love which was paid you, not only in the 
province where you live, but generally by all who 
nad the happiness to know you, was a wise ex- 
change for tne honours of the court— a place of 
forgetfulness, at the best, for well-deservers. It is 
necessary, for the polishing of manners, to have 
breathed that air ; but it is infectious, even to the 
best morals, to live always in it. It is a dangerous 
commerce, where an honest man is sure at the 
first of being cheated, and he recovers not his losses, 
but by learning to cheat others. The undermining 
smile becomes at length habitual ; and the drift of 
his plausible conversation is only to flatter one, that 
he may betray another. Yet it is good to have 
been a looker on, without venturing to play ; that 
a man may know false dice another time, though 
he never means to use them. I commend not him 
who never knew a court, but him who forsakes it 
because he knows it. A young man deserves no 
praise, who, out of melancholy zeal, leaves the 
world before he has well tried it, and runs head- 
long into religion. He who carries a maidenhead 
into a cloister, is sometimes apt to lose it there, 
and to repent of his repentance. He only is like 
to endure austerities, who has already found the 
inconvenience of pleasures : for almost every man 
will be making experiments in one part or another 
of his life ; and the danger is the less when we are 
young ; for, having tri^ it early, we shall nqt be 



* Dryden's praise> though ofVen hyperbolical, ii always found- 
ed on some oircumitancei appropriate to its object. Lord Ches- 
terfield, who had enjoyed offices of honour at the court of Charles 
II., now lived in retirement at an elegant villa, according to Mr 
MfJonei near Twickenham. 
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apt to repeat it afterwards. Your lordship there* 
fore itiay properly be said to haTe chosen a retreat, 
and not to have chosen it till you had maturely 
weighed the advantages of rising higher; with the 
hazards of the fall. 

BiSf nonparia laborer sed relictaf 

was thought by a poet to be one of the requisites 
to a happy life. Why should a reasonable man put 
it into the power of Fortune to make him miserable, 
when his ancestors have taken care to release him 
from her ? Let him venture, says Horace, qui zonam 
perdidit He, who has nothing, plays securely ; for 
ne may win, and cannot be poorer if he loses : but 
he who is born to a plentiful estate, and is ambi- 
tious of offices at court, sets a stake to Fortune, 
which she can seldom answer. If he gains nothing, 
he loses all, or part of what was once his own ; and, 
if he gets, he cannot be certain but he may refund. 
In short, however he succeeds, it is covetousnesn 
that induced him first to play ; and covctousness is 
the undoubted sign of ill sense at bottom. The odds 
are against him, tnat he loses ; and one loss may be 
of more consequence to him than all his former win- 
nings. It is like the present war of the Christians 
against the Turk : every year they gain a victory, 
and by that a town ; but, if they are once defeat- 
ed, they lose a province at a blow, and endanger 
the safety of the wliole empire. You, my lord, en- 
joy your quiet in a garden, where you have not 
only the leisure of thinking, but the pleasure to 
think of nothing which can aiscompose your mind, 
A good conscience is a port which is land-locked on 
every side, and where no winds can possibly in- 
vade, no tempests can arise. There a man may 
stand upon the shore, and not only see his own 
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imager Imt that of his Maker, clearly reflected from 
the undisturbed and sil^it waters. Reason was 
intended for a blessing; and such it is to men 
of honour and integrity, who desire no more than 
what they are able to give themselves; like the 
happy old Corycian, whom my author describes in 
his Fourth Georgic, whose fruits and sallads, on 
which he lived contented, were all of his own 
growth, and his own plantation. Virgil seems to 
think, that the blessings of a country-life are not 
complete without an improvement of knowledge 
by contemplation and reading : 

OfaHwMiM nimium, sua ti bona nSrintp 
Agricolas/ 

It is but half possession, not to understand that 

happiness which we possess. A foundation of good 

sense, and a cultivation of learning, are required to 

give a seasoning to retirement, and make us taste 

the blessing. Gk)d has bestowed On your lordship 

the first of these ; and you have bestowed on your- 

sdf the second. Eden was not made for beasts, 

though they were suffered to live in it, but for 

their master, who studied Gk)d in the works of his 

creation. Neither could the devil have been happy 

there with all his knowledge ; for he wanted inno- 

cence to make him so. He brought envy, malic^ 

^d ambition, into Paradise, which soured to him 

*^ sweetness of the place. Wherever inordinate 

^^tions are, 'tis hell. Such only can enjoy the 

^untry, ^ho ^re capable of thinking when they 

there and have left their passions behind them 
the town. "Then they are prepared for solitude ; 
d, in tbat solitude, is prepared for them, 
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As I began this Dedication with a verse of Vir- 
gin so I conclude it with another. 

The continuance of your health, to enjoy that 
happiness which you so well deserve, and which 
you have provided for yourself, is the sincere and 
earnest wish of 

Your Lordship's 

Most devoted 

And most obedient servant, 

John Dryden. 



AN 



ESSAY 



ON 



THE GEORGICS. 



BY 



MR ADDISON.^ 



Virgil may be reckoned the first who introduced 
three new kinds of poetry among the Romans^ which 
he copied after three the greatest masters of Greece, 
Theocritus and Homer have still disputed for the 
advantage over him in Pastoral and Heroics ; but 
I think all are unanimous in giving him the prece- 



• Addison had already distinguished himself as a man of let* 
tersy and as an admirer of Dryden^ by a copy of verses address* 
ed to our author, and by a translation of the Fourth Book of the 
Georgics, exclusive of the story of Aristaeus* This last perform* 
ance is liberally commended by Dryden in the Postscript to Vir-i 
gil. The following Essay, which has been mudi admirea for judiw 
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dence to Hesiod in his '' Greorgics.** The truth of 
it is, the sweetness and rusticity of a Pastoral can- 
not be so well expressed in any otiier tongue as in 
the Greek, when rightly mixed and qualified with 
the Doric dialect ; nor can the majesty of a Heroic 
poem anywhere appear so well as in this language, 
which has a natural greatness in it, and can be of- 
ten rendered more deep and sonorous by the pro- 
nunciation of the lonians. But, in the miadle 
style, where the writers in both tongues are on a 
level, we see how far Virgil has excelled all who 
have written in the same way with him. 

There has been abundance of criticism spent on 
VirgiPs « Pastorals** and ** JEneis :" but the " Geor- 
gics** are a subject which none of the critics have 
sufficiently taken into their consideration ; most of 
them passing it over in silence, or casting it under 
the same head with pastoral : a division by no means 
proper, unless we suppose the style of a husband- 
man ought to be imitated in a Georgic, as that of 
a shepherd is in a Pastoral. But, though the scene 
of both these poems lies in the same place, the 
speakers in them are of a quite different character, 
since the precepts of husbandry are not to be deli- 
vered with the simplicity of a ploughman, but with 
the address of a poet. No rules, therefore, that 



cioui criticiim contained in elegant language, was sent by him to 
our author, but without permisiion to prenx the writer's name, 
lliis circumstance led Tickell to throw some reflection on Dry- 
den, as if he had meant to assume to himself the merit of the com- 
position. This charge was refuted by Steele, in a letter to Con- 
greve, prefixed to an edition of the comedy of " The Drummer,** 
m 172z, who proves, that the Essay was the same paper which 
Dryden calls tne Preface to the Georgics, and which he acknow- 
ledges to have been sent by a friend, whose name he was not at 
liberty to make public See the article Addison in the '^ Biogra* 
phia Britannica. 
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relate to pastoral, can any way affect the Georgics^ 
which fall under that class of poetry which consists 
in giving plain and direct instructions to the read- 
er; whether they be moral duties, as those of 
Theognis and Pythagoras, or philosophical specula- 
tions, as those of Aratus and Lucretius, or rules of 
practice, as those of Hesiod and Virgil. Among 
these different kinds of subjects, that which the 
Georgic goes upon, is, I think, the meanest and 
least improving, but the most pleasing and delight- 
ful. Precepts of morality, besides the natural cor- 
ruption of our tempers, which makes us averse to 
them, are so abstracted from ideas of sense, that 
. they seldom give an opportunity for those beau- 
tiful descriptions and images which are the spi- 
rit and life of poetry. Natural philosoph v has in- 
deed sensible objects to work upon ; but then it of- 
ten puzzles the reader with the intricacy of its no* 
tion, and perplexes him with the multitude of its 
disputes. But this kind of poetry I am now speak- 
ing of, addresses itself wholly to the imagination : 
it is altogether conversant among the fields and 
woods, and has the most delightful part of nature 
for its province. It raises in our minds a pleasing 
variety of scenes and landscapes, whilst it teaches 
us, and makes the driest of its precepts look like a 
description. A Georgic therefore is some part qf 
the science of husbandry put into a pleasing dress^a/M 
set qff with all the beauties ana embellishments qf 
poetry. Now, since this science of husbandrv is of 
a very large extent, the poet shews his skill in 
singling out such precepts to proceed on, as are 
useful, and at the same time most capable of orna* 
ment. Virgil was so well acquainted with this se- 
cret, that, to set off his Greorgic, he has run into a 
set of precepts, which are dmost foreign to his 

subject, in that beautiful account he gives us of the 

8 
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dgna in nature, which precede the obanges of the 
weathw. 

And, if there be so much art in the choice of fit 
precepts, there is much more required in the treat- 
ing of them, that they may fall in ^fter each other 
by a natural \inforced method,t ancl sh^w thea\selves 
in the best and most advant^epus light They 
should all be so finely wrought together in the same 
piece, that no coarse seam ^lay discover where they 
join ; as, in a Qurious brede of n^edle-worlic, one 
colour falls away by such just degrees, and another 
rises so insensibly, that we see the variety, without 
being abl^ to distinguish the total vanishing of the 
one nrom the first appearance of the othen Nor ia 
it sufficient to range and dispose this body of pre^^ 
oepts into a dear and easy method, unless they are 
delivered to us in the most pleasing and agreeable 
manner : for there are several ways of conveying the 
same truth to the mind of man ; and to chuse the 
pleasantest of these way^ is that which chieQy disr 
tinguishe^ poetry from prose, and mak^s Virgil's 
rulea of husbandry pleasanter to read than Yarro'^ 
Wliere the prose-writer tells us plainly what ougb^ 
to be dbn^, the poet often conceals the precept in 
a description, and represents his countryman paiv 
forming the action in which he would instruct hw 
reader. Where the one sets out, as fully and dis- 
tinctly as he can, all the parts of the truth whic^ 
he would Qommunicate to us, the other singles put 
the most pleasing circumstance of this truth, and 
so conveys the whole in a more diverting manner 
to the understanding. I shall give one instance, 
oat of a multitude of this nature, that might be 
found in the Georgics, where the reader may se^ 
the difierent ways Virgil has taken to express the 
same thing, and how much pleasanter every mfun^- 
ner (rf* expression is, than the plain and direct men- 

VOL. XIV. B 
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HfiRV v^ ^<k; fefaip poet <RniHu&F?ii afl! th^ cjftcli 
cf tjni UDJMiu ENrtunceiB trass or uS/wwHt kmoi^ sua 
tXMrik Doticip of tbalr fflSect wfctcftt ftaci tbi^ SMvt sn^ 
pnWy and bjr cuomA^Uinsce tfer most de&js^ifcl is it; to 
cxpRffii^ tiiip cspKEtT t&sH was> Of thns of^ wiD(^ thm 
lUuttnL Tfeff war €^ wiixtins^ i^ e^rerrwkre nnn 
IB iMif aiDOQ^ the poetSy asd is: pa£^^ 
bjr Vir]g3t who k^ref to svb^S^^ ^ taratk osdEvcctijr^ 
nd, witiKyttt gnrio^ us a ^S and epen Tievrf it; 
tokt osseejiMtsomodkaswillBaiiiffdBtf 1^ 
iiui ^ gjuuli ioti into aD the poorts tint fie coficnM* 
TUs if anondnrfoDr di i wti cg^ to tlie uodetstand* 
ii^ tibuff to lecme a ptecept^ tlat eiitcf% as it wot6; 
tkroii^ a bj-wajr, mA to appnliend an idea tint 
drrarv a vliole train after iL For here the mind, 
windi is alaray* defiflited with its oarn discoveries^ 
onlj taker tiie faint fiom the poet,, and seems to 
work ont the rert hy the rti er ^th of her own ft* 
oiltieiL 

Bot, moe tfie ineuhating precept upon peeeept 
win at Length prore tiresome to the reader, if he 
meetft with no entertainment, — the poet must take 
care not to encumber Iris poem with too much 
burinatf^ but sometimes to reliere the subject with 
a moral reflection, or let it rest a while fiir the 



THE OEOROICS. 19 

sake of a pleasant and pertinent diizression. Nor is 
it sufficient to run out into beautitul and diverting 
digressions, (as it is generally, thought,) unless they 
are brought in aptly, and are something of a piece 
with the main design of the Georgic : for they 
ought to have a remote alliance at least to the sub* 
ject, that so the whole poem may be more uniform 
and agreeable in all its parts. We should never 
quite lose sight of the country, though we are some* 
times entertained with a distant prospect of it. Of 
this nature are Virgil's descriptions of the original 
of agriculture, of the fruitfulness of Italy, of a 
oountnr life, and the like, which are not brought 
in by force, but naturally rise out of the principal 
argument and design of the poem. . I know no one 
digression in the Ueorgics that may seem to con- 
tradict this observation, besides that in the latter 
end of the first book, where the poet launches out 
into a discourse of the battle of Pharsalia, and the 
actions of Augustus : but it is worth while to conr 
sider how admirably he has turned the course of his 
narration into its proper channel, and made his 
husbandman concerned even in what relates to the 
battle, in those inimitable lines : 

ScUicet et iempus veniel, cumjinibus UUs 
Agricola, incurvo terrain moUtus aratro, 
Bxesa inveniet 9cabrd rubigine pila, 
Aui gravibu9 rastris galeas puuabit inanes, 
Oramdiaque effosiU mirabitur oua iepukrii. 

§ 

And afterwatdi, speaking of Augustus's actions, he 
still remembers, that agnculture ought to be some 
way hinted at throughout the whole poem : 



Non uUus aralro 



Dignus konos: squalerU abductis arva colonis; 
Et curvas rigidumfalces conflaniHr in ensem. 
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We now come to the style whidi is proper to a 
Georgio ; and indeed, this is the part on which the 
poet must lay out all his strength, that his wprda 
may be warm and glowing, and that every thing he 
describes may immediately present itself, and rise 
up to the readei^s view. He ou^ht, in particular, to 
be careful of not letting his subject debase his style, 
and betray him into a meanness of expression, but 
every where to keep up his verse in all the pomp 
of numbers, and dignity of words. 

I think nothing, which is a phrase or saying in 
common talk, should be admitted into a serious 
poem ; because it takes off from the solemnity of 
Ihe expression, and gives it too great a turn of fiu 
miliarity. Much less ought the low phrases and 
terms of art, that are adapted to husbandry, have 
any place in such a work as the Georgic, which is 
not to appear in the natural simplicity and naked* 
ness of its subject, but in die pleasantest dress that 
poetry can bestow on it Thus Virgil, to deviate 
nrom the common form of words, would not make 
use of tempore^ but sidere^ in his first verse^ and 
every where else abounds with metaphors, Greoisms, 
and circumlocutions, to give his verse the greater 
pomp, and preserve it from sinking into a plebeian 
style. And herein consists Virgirs master-piece, 
who has not only excelled all other poets, but even 
himself, in the language of his Georgics^ where we 
receive more strong and lively ideas of tilings from 
his words, than we could Jiave done from the ob- 
jects themselves ; and find our imaginations move 
affected by his descriptions, than they would have 
been by the very sight of what he describes* 

I shall now, after this short schemer of rules, con- 
sider the different success that Hesiod and Virgil 
have met with in this kind of jpoetry, which may 
give us some further notion of the excellence of the 
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G^cirgias. To begin with Hesiod :«^If we may gueu 
at his character ftom his writings, be had much more 
of the huibandman than the poet in his temper : he 
waa wonderfully grave,d]8creet, and frugal : he lived 
altogether in tlie country^ and was prolttbly, for his 
great prudence, the omde of the neighbourhood**-* 
Theae principles of good husbandry ran through hii 
works, and directed him to the choice of tillage and 
merchandize, for the subject of that which is the 
mort celebrated of them. He is every where bent 
on instruction^ avoids all manner of digression]^ 
and does not stir out of the field once in me whole 
Cieorflic; His method, in describing month after 
month, with its proper seasons and employments, is 
too grave and simple ; it takes off from the surprise 
and variety of the poem, and makes the whole look 
but like a modern almanack in verse. The reader 
is carried through a course of weather, and may be^ 
fiMPehand guess whether he is to meet with snow 
or rain, ek>uds or sunshine, in the next description* 
His descriptions, indeed, have abundance of nature 
in them ; but then it is nature in her simplicity and 
undress^ Thus, when he speaks of January,— •*< The 
wild beasts," says he, *' run shivering through the 
woods, with their heads stooping to the ground, 
and their tails dapt between their legs ; the goats 
snd oxen are almost flayed with cold : but it is not 
80 bad with the sheep, because they have a thicH 
osii^#f wool about them. The old men too are bit- 
terly pinched with the weather : but the young girls 
£wl nothing of it, who sit at home with their mo* 
then by a warm fire-side." Thus does the old gen« 
tleman give himself up to a loose kind of tattle, ra- 
ther thaii endeavour after a just poetical description. 
Nor has he shewn noore of art or judgment m the 
prtoepts he has given us, which are sown so very 
dnck, that they clog the poem too much, and are 
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often 80 minute^ind full of circumstances, that they 
weaken and unnerve his verse. But, after all, we 
are beholden to him for the first rough sketch of a 
Georgic ; where we may still discover something 
venerable in the antiqueness of the work : but, if 
we would see the design enlarged, the figures re- 
formed, the colouring mid on, and the whole piece 
finished, we must expect it firom a greater master's 
hand. 

Virgil has drawn out the rules of tillage and plant- 
ing into two books, which Hesiod has desnatraed in 
haSf a one ; but has so raised the natural rudeness 
and simplicity of his subject with such a simifi- 
eancy or expression, such a pomp of verse, su^ va- 
riety of transitions, and such a solemn air in his re- 
flections, that, if we look on both poets together, 
we ^ee in one the plainness of a downright coun^ 
tryman, and, in the other, something of a rustic ma- 
jesty, like that of a Roman dictator at the plou^- 
tail. He delivers the meanest of his precepts with 
a kind of grandeur : he breaks the clods, and tosses 
the dung about, with an air of gracefubiess. His 
prognostications of the weather are. taken out of 
Aratus, where we may see how judiciously he has 
picked out those that are most proper for his hus- 
Dsuidman's observation ; how he has enforced the 
expression, and heightened the images, which he 
found in the origincu. 

The Second Book has more wit in it, and a greater 
boldness in its metaphors, than any of the rest. The 
poet, with a great beauty, applies oblivion, igno- 
rance, wonder, desire, and the like, to his trees.— 
The last Georgic has, indeed, as many metaphors, 
but not so daring as this ; for human thoughts and 
passions may be more naturally ascribed to a bee, 
than to an inanimate plant. He who reads over 
the pleasures of a country life, as they are 
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by Virgil in the latter end of this book, can scarce 
be of Virgil's mind in preferring even the life of a 
philosopher to it. 

We may, I think, read the poet's clime in his de- 
scription ; for he seems to have been in a sweat at 
the writing of it : 



01 qui megelidu in vaUibui Horn 
Siitatf et ingenti ramorum protegat umbrd /»- 

and is everv where mentioning, aihong his c^iief 
plMSures, tne coolness of his shades and rivers, 
vales and grottoes, which a more northern, poet 
would have omitted, for the description of a sunny 
hill and fire-side. 

The Third Greorgic seems to be the most laboured 
of them all : there is a wonderful vigour and spirit 
in the description of the horse and chariot-race. 
The force of love is represented in noble instances, 
and very sublime expressions. The Scythian win- 
ter-piece appears so very cold and bleak to the eye, 
that a man can scarce look on it without shivering. 
The murrain, at the end, has all the expressiveness 
that words can give. It was here that the poet 
strained hard to out-do Lucretius in the description 
of his Plague : and, if the reader would see what 
success he had, he may find it at large in Scaliger. 
f But Virgil seems no where so well pleased, as 
when he is got among his Bees in the Fourth Geor- 
gic ; and ennobles the actions of so trivid a crea- 
ture, with metaphors drawn from the most import- 
ant concerns of mankind. His verses are not in a 
greater noise and hurry in the battles of ^neas and 
Tumus, than in the engagement of two swarms. 
And as, in his iEneis, he compares the labours of 
his Trojans to those of bees and pismires, here he 
compares the labours of the bees to those of the 



Cf elopil. In dh(M^ tlhe laift 6«i3k-gic mk a go)^ 
)^iielitae to the ^6^ at)d voty w^ «bevt^ what 
the poet could do in the descripti6il of ^fdiat wat 
i«ial!y gt^t, by \^ d&smiMg W6 tiidok grandeur 
t€ an &is(^ with so good a gi!ace. There is more 
pleasantness in the little pLatfonn *df a gttrdeH^ 
which he gives us about the middle of this book, 
than in all the i^pteiouB WaUos and Watavworks of 
Rapm. T^hii l^peech 6f Pfbt^d, at Ihe <^, can ne- 
ver be enough admired, and was indeed very fit to 
ctHKdude 9b divine a Wt>l*k. 

After f^is particular accotmt of th6 beattti^ in 
the Gtot'gici, I ^ould, in the next plac^ ^deaVout 
tb ^int out its imperfections, if it ha^ any. But, 
though I think there are some feW ^sarts in it that 
aite not 4o beautiful as the rest, I shdl not preisume 
to name thetti, as rather suspecting my own jndg- 
nient, than I can beliete a fault to be in that po<em. 
Which lay so long under Virgil's ccwrrection, and had 
his last hand put to it. The First Georgic Was pro- 
bably burlesqued in the author's life-time ; for we 
still find in the scholiasts a verse that ridiciite^ p^ 
of a line translated from Hesiod---iVarftt* ttfvr, Sere 
mudus : And we may easily guess at the judgment 
of tliis eittraordinary critic, whoever he w^s, fcora 
his cfefysUring this particular precept. We may be 
sure Virgil Would not have translated it ftxmi He- 
siod, had he not discovered some beauty in it J and 
indeed the beauty of it is, what I have before ob* 
served tb be frequently met with in Virgil, the de- 
livering the precept so indirectly, and singling out 
the particular circumstance of sowing and plough- 
ing naked, to suggest to us, that these eniplojrments 
are proper only in the hot season of the year, 

I shail not here compare the style of the Geor- 
gics with that of Lucretius, (which the reader may 
see already done ih the preface to the secoiTd vo- 
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lume of Miscellany Poems,) but shall conclude this 
poem to be the most complete, elaborate, and finish* 
ed piece of all antiquity. The iEneis, indeed, is of 
a nobler kind ; but the Georgic is more perfect in 
its kind. The Mneis has a greater variety of beau- 
ties in it ; but those of the Georgic are more exq^ui- 
site. In short, the Georgic has all the perfection 
that can be expected in a Poem written by the 
greatest poet in the flower oi his age, when his in- 
vention was ready, his imagination warm, his judg- 
ment settled, and all his faculties in their full vigour 
and maturity. 
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BOOK !• 



ARGUMENT. 

The poet, in the beginning qfthii booh, propounds the general de* 
ngn qfeach Georgic s and, qfler a ioktnn invocation qf aU the 
god^ who are any way related to his su^fect, he addresses Amu- 
self, in parHadar, to Augustus, whom he conmUtnents with divim 
nUy / and, after ^ strikes into his business, tie shews the d{ffe^ 
rent kifuls qf tillage proper to different soils / traces out the ori» 
ginal of agriculture; gives a catalogue <^the husbandman's tochf 
specifies the employments pecuUar to each season ; describes the 
changes rfthe weather, with the signs in heaven and earth that 
farebode them ; instances many of the prodigies that happened 
near the time qf Julius CoBsars death / and shuts up all with a 
supplication to the godsjbr the safety qf Augustus, and the pre^ 
servation qfRome, 

w HAT makes a plenteous harvest, when to turn 
The fruitful soil, and when to sow the corn ; 
The care of sheep, of oxen, and of kine. 
And how to raise on elms the teeming vine ; 



* The poetry of thii book ii more lublinie than SLX\y part of 
Virgil, if I have any taite. And if ever I have copied hit inajeu 
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The birth and genius of the frugal Bee, 
I sing, Maecenas, and I sing to thee. 

Ye deities ! who fields and plains protect, 
Who rule the seasons, and the year airect, 
Bacchus and fostering Ceres, powers divine, 
Who gave us com for mast, for water, wine— 
Ye Fauns, propitious to the rural swains. 
Ye Nymphs, that haunt the mountainsond the plains. 
Join in my work, and to my numbers bring 
Your needful succour ; for your gifts I sing. 
And thou, whose trident struck the teeming earth, 
And made a passage for the courser's birth ; 
And thou, for whom the Casan shore sustains 
The milky herds, that graze the flowery plains ; 



tic ityle, it ii here. The compliment he maket Auguitui, almost 
in the beginnins, ii ill imitated by hit luccesiorii Lucan and Sta* 
tiuf* Tkty dedicated to tyranta \ and their flatteries are mm 
atid fulsome* Virgil's address is both more lofty and more just* 
In the three hst lines of this Oeorgic» f thinic I have discovered a 
vecrel compiiment to the emperor, which none of the commenta- 
tors have observed. Virgil had Just before described the ftifseries 
which Rome had undergone betwixt the Triumvirs and the Com* 
^neinwoalth party : in the close of alt, he seems to excuse the 
crimes ctmimitted by his patron Ctnmt, as if he were constralnedy 
against his own temper, to those violent proceedings, by the ne- 
cessity of the times in general, but more particularly by his two 
partnehi, Antony and Lcpidus, 

Fertur egult aurigu^ ntque audk currut h^hennt. 

They were the head-strong horses, who hurried Octavius, llie 
tremblmg charioteer, along, and were deu^to his. reclaiming them* 
I observcf flirther, that the present wars, in wliich all Europe, and 
nart of Asia, are engaged at present, are waged in the same places 
nere described : 

Jlinc fMvct Eujffhratfi^ Ullnc (krmania^ helium^ «i«'. 

as if Virgil bad prqihesied of Uiis age. 
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And thou, the shepherds* tutelarv god» 
Leave, for a while, O Fan ! thy loved abode ; 
And, if Arcadian fleeces be thy care. 
From fields and mountains to my song repair. 
Inventor, Fallas, of the fattening oil. 
Thou founder of the plough, and ploughman's toil ; 
And thou, whose hands we shrowd*>like cypress -v 
rear, L 

Come, all ye gods and ^oddess^, that wear V 
The rural honours, and increase the year ; 
You, who supply the ground with seeds of grain ; 
And you, who swell those seeds with kindly rain ; 
And chiefly thou, whose undetermined state 
Is yet the business of the gods' debate, 
Whether in after times to be declared 
The patron of the world, and Rome's peculiar guard. 
Or o'er the fruits and seasons to preside. 
And the round circuit of the year to guide~* 
Fowerful of blessings, which thou strew'st around. 
And with thy goddess mother's myrtle crown'd. 
Or wilt thou, Cs^ar, chuse the watery reign. 
To smooth the surges, and correct the mam ? 
Then mariners, in storms, to thee shall pray ; 
Even utmost Thule shall thy power obey ; 
And Neptune shall resign the fasces of the sea. 
The watery vii^gins for thy bed shall strive. 
And Tetbys all her waves in dowry give. 
Or wilt thou bless our summers with thy rays» 
And, seated near the Balance, poi^ the days, 
Where, in the void of heaven, a space is i^. 
Betwixt the Scorpion and the Maid, for thee ? 
The Scorpion, ready to receive thy laws. 
Yields half his region, and contracts his claws. 
Whatever part of heaven thou shalt obtain, 
(For let not hell presume of such a reign ; 
Nor let 80 dire a thirst of empire move 
Thy bind, to leave tliy kindred gods above ; 
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Though Greece admires Elysium's blest retreat. 
Though Proserpine affects her silent seat. 
And, importuned by Ceres to remove. 
Prefers the fields below to those above,) 
Be thou propitious, Caesar ! guide my course. 
And to my bold endeavours add thy force : 
Pity the poet's and the ploughman's careiB ; 
Ihterest thv greatness in our mean affairs. 
And use tnyself betimes to hear and grant our 

prayers. 

While yet the spring is young,whileearth unbinds 
Her frozen bosom to the western winds ; 
While mountain snows dissolve against the sun. 
And streams, yet new, from precipices run ; 
Even in this early dawning of the year. 
Produce the plough, and yoke the sturdy steer. 
And goad him tiU he groans beneath his toil. 
Till the bright share is buried in the soil. 
That crop rewards the greedy peasant's pains, ^. 
Which twice the sun, and twice the cold sustains, t 
And bursts the crowded bams with more than 4 

promised gains. 3 

But, ere we stir the yet unbroken ground, 
^he various course of seasons must be found ; 
The weather, and the setting of the winds. 
The culture suiting to the several kinds 
Of seeds and plants, and what will thfive and rise, 
And what the genius of the soil denies. 
This ground with Bacchus, that with Ceres, suits : 
That other loads the trees with happy fruits : 
A fourth, with grass unbidden, decks the ground. 
Thus Tmolus is with yellow saffVon crown'd : 
India black ebon and white ivory bears ; 
And soft Idume weeps her odorous tears. 
Thus Pontus sends her beaver-stones from far ; 
And naked Spaniards temper steel for war : 
Epinis, for^the Elean chariot, breeds 
(In hopes of palms) a race of running steeds. 
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This it th* oririnal contract ; these the laws 
Imposed by Mature, and by Nature's cause, 
On sundry places, when Deucalion hurPd 
His mother's entrails on the desert world ; * 
Whence men, a hard laborious kind, were bom.^ 
Then borrow part of winter for thy com ; L 

And early, with thy team, the glebe in furrows j 

tumt 
That, while the turf lies open and unbound, 
Succeeding suns may bake the mellow ground. 
But, if the soil be barren, only scar 
The surface, and but lightly print the share. 
When cold Arcturus rises with the sun ; 
Lest wicked weeds the com should over-run 
In watery soils ; or lest the barren sand 
Should suck the moisture from the thirsty land. 
Both these unhappy soils the swain forbears. 
And keeps a sabbath of alternate years. 
That the spent earth may gather heart again. 
And, bettered by cessation, bear the grain. 
At least where vetches, pulse, and tares, have stood, 
And stalks of lupines grew, (a stubborn wood,) 
The ensuinff season, in return, may bear 
The bearded product of the golden year :* 
For flax and oats will bum tne tender field, 
And sleepy poppies harmfUl harvests yield. 
But sweet vicissitudes of rest and toil 
Make easy labour, and renew the soil. 
Yet sprinkle sordid ashes all around, 
And load with fattening dung thy fallow ground. 
Thus change of seeds for meagre soils is best ; 
And earth manured, not idle, though at rest. 

I^ng practice has a sure improvement found. 
With kindled fires to bum the barren ground. 



* Dr Ctrey readi tw. I have not dif turbed the text, though 
hia conjeoture ii ingenious. 
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When the light fltubble, to the flames realgn*d» 
Is driven along, and crackles in the wind. 
Whether from hence the liollow womb of earth 
Is warin'd with secret strength for better birth ; 
Or, when the latent vice is cured by flre» 
Redundant humours through tJie pores expire ; 
Or that the warmth distends the chinks, ana makes 
New breathings, whence new nourisbmentshe takes; 
Or that the heat the gaping ground constrains, 
New knits the surface, and new strings the veins ; 
Lest soaking showers should pierce her secret seat,! 
Or freezing BorcM chiU her genial heat, v 

Or scorching suns too violently beat } 

Nor is the profit small the peasant makes. 
Who smooths with harrows^ or who pounds with 

rakes, 
The crumbling clods : nor Ceres from on high 
Regards his labours with a grudging eye ; 
Nor his, who ploughs across the funrow'd grounds. 
And on the back of earth inflicts new wounds ; 
For he, with frequent exercisCf commands 
The unwilling soil, and tames the stubborn lands. 

Ye swains, invoke the powers who rule the sky. 
For a moist summer, and a winter dry ; 
For winter drought rewards the peasant's pain, 
And broods indulgent on the buried grain. 
Hence Mysia boasts her harvests, ana the tops 
Of (iargarus admire their happy crops. 
When nrst the soil receives the fVuitful seed» 
Make no delay, but cover it with speed : 
So fenced from cold, the pliant furrows break, 
Before the surly clod resists the rake ; 
And call the floods from high, to rush amain 
With pregnant streams, to swell the teeming grain. 
Then, when the flcry suns too fiercely plav. 
And shrivell'd herbs on withering stems decay. 
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The wavy jploug^man^ on the mountein's braw, 
Undams his winery stoces-^huge torrents flow. 
And, rattUna down the rooks, large moisture yield, 
Tenoifpering me thirsty fever of the field-*- 
Andt lest the stem, too feeble for the freight, 
Shoidd scarce sustain the head's unwieldy weight. 
Sends in his feeding flocks betimes, to invade 
The rising bulk of the luxuriant blade. 
Ere yet tjie aspiring offspring of the grain 
O'ertops the ridgea of the furrow'd plain ; 
And mios the standing waters, when they yield 
Too large a beverage to the drunken field : 
But most in autumn, and the showery spring. 
When dubious months uncertain weather bnng ; 
When founti^nt open, when impetuous rain 
Swells hasty brooks, and pours upon the plain ; 
When earth with slime and mud is covered o'er, 
Or hdkm placea spew their watery store. 
Nor yet the plougnman, nor the labouring steer, 
Sttskion alone the hazards of the year : 
But dlutton geese, and the Strymonian crane, 
Witn forei^ troops invade the tender grain ; 
And towenng weeds malignant shadows yield ; 
And spreading succory chokes the rising field. 
The ahre of gcxU and men, with hard decrees, 
Forbida our plenty tQ be bought with ease. 
And wills that mortal men, inured to toil. 
Should exercise^ with pains, the grudging soil ; 
Himself invented first the shining shwe. 
And whetted human industry by care ; 
Himsdif did handicrafts and arts ordain, 
Nor suffered sloth to rust his active reign. 
Ere this, no peasant vex'd the peacefuiground, 
Which only turfs and greens for altars found : 
No fences parted fields, nor marks nor bounds 
Distinguisn'd acres of litigious grounds ; 

VOL. XIV. c 
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But all was'common, and the fruitful earth 
Was free to give her unexacted birth. 
Jove added venom to the viper's brood, 
And 8well'd,with raging storms, the peaceful flood; 
Commissioned hungry wolves t' infest the fold. 
And shook from oaken leaves the liquid gold ; 
Removed from human reach the cheerful fire, 
And from the rivers bade the wine retire ; * 
That studious need might useful arts explore ; 
From furrowed fields to reap the foodful store, 
And force the veins of clashing flints t' expire 
The lurking seeds of their celestial fire. 
Then first on seas the hoUow'd alder swam ; 
Then sailors quartered heaven, and found a name 
For every fix'd and everv wandering star-— 
The Pleiads, Hyads, and the Northern Car. 
Then toils for beasts, and lime for birds were found. 
And deep-mouth'd dogs did forest-walks surround ; 
And casting*nets were spread in shallow brooks. 
Drags in the deep, and baits were hung on hooks. 
Then saws were tooth'd, and sounding axes made ; 
(For wedges first did yielding wood mvade,) 
And various arts in order did succeed, 
(What cannot endless labour, urged by need ?) 

First Ceres taught, the ground with grain to sow,' 
And arm'd with iron shares the crooked plough ; 
When now Dodonian oaks no more supplied 
Their mast, and trees their forest-fi'uit denied. 
Soon was his labour doubled to the swain. 
And blasting mildews blacken'd all his grain : 
Tough thistles choked the fields, and kilPd the com. 
And an unthrifty crop of weeds was bom : 
Then burs and brambles, an unbidden crew 
Of graceless guests, the unhappy fields subdue ; 
And oats unblest, and darnel domineers. 
And shoots its head above the shining ears ; < 
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So that, unless the land with daily care 
Is exercised^ and, with an iron war 
Of rakes and harrows, the proud foes expeU'd, 
And birds with clamours fnffhted from the field-^ 
Unless the boughs are loop'd that shade the plain. 
And heaven invoked with vows for fruitful rain- 
On others'* crops you may with envy look. 
And shake for food the long«>abandon'd oak. 
Nor must we pass untold wnat arms they wield, 
Who labour tillage and the furrowed field ; 
Without whose aid the ground her corn denies, 
And nothing can be sown, and nothing rise*- 
The crookea plough, the share, the towering height 
Of waggons, and the cart's unwieldy weight. 
The sled, the tumbril, hurdles, and the f&il. 
The fan of Bacchus, with the flying sail*— 
These all must be prepared, if ploughmen hope 
The promised blessing of a beauteous crop. 
Young elms, with early force, in copses bow, 
Fit for the figure of the crooked plough. 
Of eight foot long a fasten'd beam prepare : 
On either side the head produce an ear. 
And sink a socket for the shining share. 
Of beech the plough-tail, and the bending yoke. 
Or softer linden hardened in the smoke. 
I could be lon^ in precepts, but I fear 
So mean a subject mifi^ht offend your ear. 
Delve of convenient depth your thrashing floor : 
With temper'd day then fill and face it o'er; 
And let the weighty roller run the round. 
To smooth the surface of the unequal ground ; 
Lest, crack'd with summer heats, the flooring flies, 
Or sinks, and through the crannies weeds arise : 



* Reitorad bjr Dr Carey. The flntandaecondeditionilutve 
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The MMomut haaUk he 

Tar fSftimafA fgfoan : tfe bfind hb o riot mole 

In windmg waeu% wcdks her Iriddoi 

In iMflmr enrtmft Tennai make 

TW Utmc ierpeirt^ and tke ffrdfiw toHl : 

The eom-^roniM wcMd Iwnr dbidet. 

And tfe wife ant ncr tf iMiia t store provido. 

Maik wtll the flofrerin^ afmondf n tke wood; 
If odoroos Uoomi tke heamg biaiidies load^ 
Tbe glebe wiD antirar to Ae sjtItid ray^; 
Greet bests wiD fcOoir^ end krj^ crops eiffwuL 
Boly if a wood of lesres €feaiuide ike tnt, 
fkiA end so bsien wiD tfaj bsnrert be: 
In Yjnn tbe Imid disD rex tbe dmnlmig-floor ; 
For empty dnff end stnw will be tbj stoie. 
Some steep tbeir seed^ snd some in eauUrans bofl^ 
With Tigoroos nitie and with lees of oil^ 
O'er gentle fines, tbe exobeiant joiee to diain, 
Attd swdl the liaUamg bosks witb frmtfid grain. 
Yet IS not tbe sacoess mr yean assoied^ 
Tbou|^ diosen is tbe see^ and fUDv coied^ 
iJnless tbe peasant^ witb bis amraal pain. 
Renews bis Gfadce, and eoUs tbe laigest grain. 
Thus aU below^ wbetber by natorei's corsev 
Or ftte's deciee^ degenerate still to wone. 
Bo the boatfs brawny crew tbe current stem^ 
Andf slow adTandng, stru|^le witb tbe stream : 
But if tbey sbck tbeir baikb^ or cease to stmre. 
Then down tbe flood withbeadlongbastetiiey drhre. 

Nor nnist tbe plougbman less observe tbe skies, 
Wben tbe Kids, Dragon, and Areturus, rise. 
Than sailors homeward bent, who cut their way 
ThroughHelle's stormy $traits, and oyster-breeding 

sea* 
But, when AstrsHi'^ balance, hung on high. 
Betwixt the nights and days divides the sky. 
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Then yoke your oxen, sow your winter grain, 
TiU cold December tomes ^th driving rdn. 
Linseed and fruitful poppy bury wahh, 
In a dry season, and pretisnt tlie storm. 
Sow beans and clover in a rotten soil. 
And millet rising from your annual toil. 
When with his golden horns, in fUU career, 
The Bull beats down the barriers idf the ydii', 
And Aigo* and the Dog foi^ake the northern 
sphere. 

But, if your care to wheat alone extend, 1 
Let Maia with her sisters first descend, > 

And thebright Gnossian diadem downward bend, ) 
Before you trust in earth your fbture hope ; 
Or else expect a listless lazy crop. 
Some swains have sown before; but most have fou:ha 
A husky harvest f^om the grudging around. 
Vile vetches would you sow, or lentils lean. 
The growth of Ecypt, or the kidney-bean ? 
Begin when the slow Waggoner descends ; 
Nor cease your sowing till mid-winter ends. 
For this, through twelve bright signs Apollo guides 
The year, and earth in sevml dimes aivides. 
Five girdles bind the skies : the torrid zone 
Glows with the passing and repassing sun ; 
Far on the right and lefl, the extremes of heaveii 
To fVosts and snows and bitter blasts are given : 
Betwixt the midst and these, the gods assigned 
Two habitable seats for human kind. 
And, 'cross their limits, cut a sloping way. 
Which the twelve signs in beauteous order sway. 
Two poles turn round the globe ; one seen to rise 
0*er Scythian hills, and one in Libyan skies ; 
The first sublime in heaven, the last is whirl'd 
Below the regions of the nether world. 



* Firit edit. Argoi ; refttored by Dr Carey. 
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Around our pole the spiry Draffon glides, 
And, like a winding stream, tlie !Bears divides-*- 
The less and greater, who, by Fate's decree. 
Abhor to dive beneath the northern sea.* 
There, as they say, perpetual night is found 
In silence brooding on the unhappy ground : 
Or, when Auiora leaves our northern sphere, 
She lights the downward heaven, and nses there ; 
And, when on us she breathes the living light, 
Ked Vesper kindles there the tapers of uie night. 
]g*rom hence uncertain seasons we may know. 
And when to reap the grain, and when to sow ; 
Or when to fell the furzes ; when 'tis meet 
To spread the flying canvass for the fleet. 
Observe what stars arise, or disappear ; 
A^id the four quarters of the rolling year. 
But, when cold weather and continued rain 
The labouring husband in his house restrain, 
Let him forecast his work with timely care, ^ 
Which else is huddled when the skies are fair : } 
Then let him mark the sheep, or whet the shining C 
share, ^ 

Or hollow trees for boats, or number o'er 
His sacks, or measure his increasing store. 
Or sharpen stakes, or head the forks, or twine 
The sallow twigs to tie the straggUng vine ; 
Or wicker baskets weave, or air tne com. 
Or grinded grain betwixt two marbles turn. 
No laws, divine or human, can restrain 
From necessary works the labouring swain. 
Even holidays and feasts permission yield 
To float the meadows, or to fence the field. 



* Southern, according to the earlier editions ; but, as Dr Carey 
observes, this must be a mistake of the pen or press. 
-* 7 
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To. fire the bramblest snare the birds, and sleep 
In wholesQitae water-falls jthe woolly sheep. 
And oft, the (drudging ass is driven with toil, 
To neighbouring towns with apples and with oil ; 
Retummg, late and loaden, home with . gain 
Of bartered pitdi, and hand-mills for the grain. 

The lucky days, in each revolving moon, 
For labour chuse ; the fifth be sure to shun ; 
That gave the Furies and pale Pluto birth. 
And armed, ajs^nst the skies, the sons of earth. 
With mountains piled on mountains, thrice they 

, strove 
To sQale the steepv battlements of Jove ; 
And thrice his lightning and red thunder play'd, 
And their demobsh'd works in ruin laid. 
The seventh is, next the tenth, the best to join 
Young oxen to the yoke, and plant the vine. 
Then, weavers, stretch your stays upon the weft : 
The ninth is good for travel, bad for theft. 
Some works in dead of night are better done, 
Or when the morning dew prevents the sun. 
Parch'd meads and stubble mow by Fhoebe*s light. 
Which both require the coolness of the night ; 
For moisture then abounds, and pearly rains 
Descend in silence to refresh the plains. 
The wife and husband equally conspire 
To work by night, and rake the winter fire : 
He sharpens torches in the glimmering room ; 
She shoots the flying shuttle, through the loom ; 
Or boils in kettles must of wine, and skims. 
With leaves, the. dregs that overflow the brims: 
And, till the watchful cock awakes the day. 
She sings, to drive the tedious hours away. 
But, in warm weather, when the skies are clear, 
By day-light reap the product of the year ; 
And in the sun your golden grain display. 
And. thrash it out^ and winnow it by day, 
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Plough naked, awain, ami naked sow tbelbBd ; 
For hzf winter numbs the labouring Irnid; ' 
In genial winter, swfaina enjoy their stcxre. 
Forget their haidafaips, and reeruit lor rsiore. 
The farmer to full bowls invites Iris ftiends^ 
And, what he got with toains, with pleasure tpefads. 
So sailors, when escap*a from stormy seius'' ' 
First crown their vessels, then indulge thdr'^ase. 
Yet that's the i»roper time to thrash the wiood- 
For mast of oslc, your Others' homely food ; 
To gather laui^l-berries, and the spdl 
Of bloody myrtles, and to press your oil ; 
For stalking chmes to set tlie ffuileftil sitafe ; 
T* indose the stags in toils, and hunt the htare^; 
With Balearic slings, or Gkiossian bow^ 
To persecute from ffar the flying doe^ 
Then, when the fleecy skies new^dotbe the wood, 
And cakes of rustling ice cdme rolling down tbe 
flood. 
Now sing we stormy stars, when autumn weighs 
The year, and adds to nights, and shortens days^ 
And suns declining shine with feeble rays : 
What cares must men attend the toiling swain; 
Or when the low'rinff spring, with lavish rain, 
Beats down the slender stem and bearded gndiii, 
While yet the head is green, or, lightly sweUM 
With milky moisture, overlooks the field. 
Even when the farmer, now secure of fear. 
Sends in the swains to spoil the finished year, 
Even while the reaper fills his greedy hands, 
And binds the golden sheaves m brittle Imndst 
Oft have I seen a sudden storm arise, 
From all the warring winds that sweep the skies : 
Tlie heavy harvest from the root is torn. 
And whirFd aloft the lighter stubble borne : 
With such a force the nying rack is diiven^ 
And such a winter wears the face of heavefi : 
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And oft whole sheets dcsbend of sluicviraiiit 
Sucked by tlie spongjl- douds from off the main: 
The loRj skiei* at (moei come pouring down^ 
The promised crop and golden labours drown. 
The dikes are filled ; ana, with a roaring sounds 
Hie rising rivers float the nether ground^ 
And rooks the bellowing Toice of boiling seas De- 
bound. 

The father of the gods his glory shrouds^ 
Involved in tempests, and a. night of clouds ; 
And, from the middle darkness flashing out, 
By fits he deals his fiery bolts about. 
Eiarth fbds the motions of her angry sod ; 
Her entrails tremble, and her mountams nod. 
And flying beasts in forests seek abode : 
De^ horror seizes every human breast ; 
Their pride is humbled and their, fear confess'd. 
While he fix>m high his rolling thunder throws, 
And fires the mountains with repeated blows : 
The rocks are from their old foundations tent ; 
The winds redouble, Imd the rains augment : 
The waves on heaps are dash'd against the shore ; 
And now the woods, and now the billows, roar. 

In fear of this, observe the starry signs, 
Where Saturn houses, and where Hermes joins. 
But first to heaven thy due devotions pay, 
And annual gifts on Ceres' altars lay. 
When winter's rage abates, when cheerful hours 
Awake the spring, and spring awakes the flowehs. 
On the green tun thy careless limbs display^ 
And celebrate the mighty Mother's day ; 



* Dr Carey places a comm* after skies, and thus makes come 
the preterite participle, instead of the verb in the present tense. 
But I have fmlowea Dryden's punctuation, which gives a plain 
meaning. 
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For then the bills with pleasing shadetare orown'd» 
And fleepi are sweeter on the silken 'ffround-: 
With milder beams the sun securely shines ;* 
Fat are the'lambs, and luscious are the wines. 
I^ every swain adore her power divine^ 
And milk and honey mix with tnarkling wine; i 
Let all the choir of clowns attena the show. 
In lon^ procession, shouting as they go ; 
Invokmg her to bless their yearly stores, 
Inviting plenty to their crowded floors; 
Thus in tne spring, and thus in summer's hedt. 
Before the sickles touch the ripening wheat. 
On Ceres call ; and let the lalK>uring hind 
With oaken wreaths his hollow temples bind : 
On Ceres let him call, and Ceres praise. 
With uncouth dance^i^ and with country laya« 
And that by certain signs we may presage 
Of heats and rains,, and winds' impetuous rage. 
The Sovereign of the heavens has set on high 
The moon to mark the changes of the sky ; 
When southern blasts should cease, and when the 

swain 
Should near their folds his feeding flocks restrain. 
For» ere the rising winds begin to roar. 
The working seas advance to wash the shore ; 
Soft whispers run along the leafy woods. 
And mountains whistle to the murmuring floods. * 
Even then the doubtful billows scarce abstain 
From the toss'd vessel on the troubled main ; 
When crying cormorants forsake the sea, 
Andy stretchmg to the covert, wing their way ; 



* Dr Carey readf serenely, bu^ there is no occasion to disturb 
the text. The word securelv, though bold, is poetical, and implies 
the reliance which the husoandman places upon the steady and 
serene radiance of the sun. 
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When sportful coots run skimming o'er the strand; 
When watchful herons leAve their watery stand, 
And, mounting upward with erected flight, 
Gain on the skies, and soar above the sight. 
And. oft, before tempestuous winds arise. 
The seeming stars fall headlong from the skies. 
And, shooting through the darkness, gild the night 
With sweeping glones, and long trails of light ; 
And chaff with eddy- winds is whirl'd around. 
And danpingJeaves are lifted from the ground ; 
And floating feathers on the waters play. 
But when the winged thunder takes his way 
From the cold north, and east and west engage. 
And at their frontiers meet with equal rage. 
The clouds are crush'd ; a glut of gathered rain 
The hollow ditches fills, and floats the plain ; 
And sailors furl their dropping sheets amain. 
Wet weather seldom hurts the most unwise ; 
So plain the signs, such prophets are the skies. 
The wary crane foresees it first, and sails 
Above the storm, and leaves the lowly vales ; 
The cow looks up, and from afar can find 
The change of heaven, and snuffs it in the wind ; 
The swallow skims the river's watery face ; 
The frogs renew the croaks of their loquacious race ; 
The careful ant her secret cell forsakes, 
And drags her eggs along the narrow tracks : 
At either horn the rainbow drinks the flood ; "I 
Huffe flocks of rising rooks forsake their food, >> 
And, crying, seek the shelter of the wood. y' 

Besides, the several sorts of watery fowls, 
That swim the seas, or haunt the standing pools. 
The swans that sail along the silver flood. 
And dive with stretching necks to search their food* 
Then lave their backs with sprinkling dews in vain. 
And stem the stream to meet the promised rain. 



44 OEOBGICS, I^ 

The croiv with clamorous cries the showerdemaitlchi. 
And sitifi^le stalks along the desert jNthds. 
The nightly virgin, while her wheel sUe plies, 
Foresees the storm impending in the skies, 
When sparklinglampsitneir sputf ringlight advanee^ 
And in the sodcets oily bubbles dance. 

Then, after showers, ^tis easy to descry 
Returning sUns, and a serener sky : 
The stars shine smarter ; and the moon adoitis. 
As with unborrowed beams, her sharpened 'hbrtts. 
The filmy gossamer now flits no mor6» 
Nor halcyons bask on the short sunny shore ; ' 
Their litter is not toss*d by sows unclean ; 
But a blue droughty mist descends upon tbe pfcdti ; 
And owls, that mark the setting sun, dedaye 
A star-light evening, and a morning fair. 
Towering aloft, avenging Nisus flies. 
While, dared, below the guilty Scylla lies. 
Wherever frighted Scylla flies away. 
Swift Nisus follows and pursues his prey : 
Where injured Nisus takes his airy couMe, 
Thence trembling Scylla flies, and shuns his fin^: 
This punishment pursues the unhappy mi^i^. 
And thus the purple hair is dearly paid. 
Then, thrice the ravens rend the liquid air, 
And croaking notes proclaim the settle fm*. 
Then round their airy palaces they fly. 
To greet the sun ; and seized with secnet joy. 
When storms are over-blown, with food r^>df 
To tlieir forsaken nests and callow care. 
Not that I think their breasts with heavenly fekmls 
Inspired, as man, who destiny controls t 
But, with the changeful temper of the skies, 
As rains condense, and sunshine rarefies. 
So turn the species in their altered minds. 
Composed by calms, and discomposed by Winds. 
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From henoe proceeds the birds* harmonious voice ; 
Fromhenoethecowsexulty and frisking lambs rejoice. 
Observe the daily circle of the sun, 
And the short year of each revolving moon : 
By them thou shalt foresee the following day» 
Nor riiall a starry night thy hopes betray. 
When first the moon apnears, if then she shrouds 
Her silvw crescent tipp'a with sable clouds. 
Conclude she bodes a tempest on the main, 
And brews for fields impetuous floods of rain. 
Or, if her face with fiery flushing glow, 
Expect tlie rattling winds aloft to dIow. 
But, four nights old, (for that's the surest sign,) 
With sharpened horns if glorious then she shine. 
Next day, nor only that, but all the moon. 
Till her revdving race be wholly run. 
Are void of tempests, both by land and sea. 
And sailors in the port their promised vow shall pay. 
Above the rest, the sun, who never lies. 
Foretells the change of weather in the skies : 
For, if he rise unwilling to his race. 
Clouds on his brow, and spots upon his face. 
Or if through mists he shoots his sullen beams. 
Frugal of h^ht» in loose and straggling streams ; 
Suspect a drisatinff day, with southern rain. 
Fatal to fhiits, and flocks, and promised grain. 
Or if AuHMPa, with hal£K>pon'd eyes. 
And a pale sicklv cheek, salute the skies ; 
How shfdl the vine, with tender leaves, ddend 
Her teeming dustm, when the storms descend. 
When ridgy roofs and tiles can scarce avail 
To bar the ruin of the rattling hail ? 
But, more than all, the setting sun survey. 
When down the steep of heaven he drives the day : 
For oft we find him finishing his race, 
With various^ colours erring on his face. 
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If fiery red his glowing globe deseencU, 
High winds and furious tempests he portends : 
But» if his cheeks are swoln with livid blue^ 
He bodes wet weather by nis watery hue : 
If dusky spots are varied on his brow, 
And, streak'd with red, a troubled colour show ; 
That sullen mixture shall at once declare 
Winds, rain, and storms, and elemental war. 
What desperate madman then would venture o'er 
The frith, or haul his cables from the shore ? . 
But, if with purple rays he brings the light, 
And a pure heaven resigns to quiet night, 
No rising winds, or falling storms are high ; 
But normem breezes through the forest fly. 
And drive the rack, and purge the ruffled sky. 
The unerring sun by certain signs declares. 
What the late even or early mom prepares. 
And when the south projects a stormy day, 
And when the clearing north will pun the clouds 
away. 

The sun reveals the secrets of the sky ; 
And who dares give the source of light the lie ? 
The change of empires oflen he decbres. 
Fierce tumults, hidden treasons, open wars. 
He first the fate of Ccesar did foreteU, 
And pitied Rome, when Rome in Ccesar fell ; 
In iron clouds conceal'd the public li^ht. 
And impious mortals fear*d eternal night 

Nor was the fact foretold by him alone,— 
Nature herself stood forth, and seconded the sun. 
Earth, air, and seas, with prodigies were signed ; 
And birds obscene, and howling dogs, divined. 
What rocks did iEtna's bellowing mouth expire 
From her torn entrails ! and what floods of fure ! 
What clanks were heard, in German skies afkr,. 
Of arms, and armies rushing to the war ! 
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Dire earthquakes rent the solid Alps below, 
And £rom their summits shook the eternal snow ; 
Pale spectres in the close of night were seen. 
And voices heard, of more than mortal men, 
In silent groves : dumb sheep and oxen spoke ; 
And streams ran backward, and their beds forsook : 
The yawning earth disclosed the abyss of hell. 
The weeping statues did the wars foretell, 
And holy sweat from brazen idols fell. 
Then, rising in his might, the king of floods 
Rush'd through the forests, tore the lofty woods. 
And, rolling onward, with a sweepy sway. 
Bore houses, herds, and labouring hinds away. 
Blood sprang from wells, wolves howl'd in towns 

•by night. 
And booing victims did the priests affright. 
Such peals of thunder never pour'd from high, 
Nor forky lightnings flash'd from such a sullen sky. 
Red meteors ran across the ethereal space ; 
Stars disappeared, and comets took their place. 
For this, the Emathian plains once more were^ 
strow'd f 

With Roman bodies, and justheaventhoughtgood C 
To fatten twice those fields with Roman blood. ^ 
Then, after length of time, the labouring swains, 
Who turn the turfs of those unhappy plains. 
Shall rusty piles from the plough'd nirrows take. 
And over empty helmets pass the rake — 
Amazed at antique titles on the stones. 
And mighty reliques of gigantic bones. 

Ye home-born deities, of mortal birth ! 
Thou father Romulus, and mother Earth, 
Goddess unmoved ! whose guardian arms extend 
O'er Tuscan Tyber's course, and Roman towers de- 
fend ; 
With youthful Cassar your joint powers engage, 
Nor hinder him to save the sinking age. 
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O ! let the blood; already spilt, atone 
For the past crimes of cursed Laomedon ! 
Heaven wants thee there; andlongthegods^weknow, 
Have grudged thee, Caesar, to the world below, 
Wherefraud and rapinerightand wrongconfound, )i 
Where impious arms from evenr part resound, f 
And monstrous crimesm every shape are crown'd. / 
The peaceful peasant to the wars is press'd ; 
The fields lie fallow in inglorious rest ; 
The plain no pasture to the flock afibixis ; 
The crooked scythes are straightened into swords : 
And there Euphrates her soft offspring arms. 
And here the Khine rebellows with alarms ; 
The neighbouring cities range on several sides. 
Perfidious Mars long-plighted leagues divides. 
And o'er the wasted wond in triumph rides. 
So four fierce coursers, starting to the race. 
Scour through the plain, and Lengthen every pace ; 
Nor reins« nor curbs, nor threatening cries, they feaiv 
But force along the trembling charioted. 



i 
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BOOK II. 



AE6UMENT. 

The iuhject qfthejhltomng bookU plantinft: in handling of which 
arguments tki poet shews all the dtff^ent methods of raising trees ^ 
describes their variety, and gives rules, for the management of 
each in particular. Jne then points out the soils in which the se- 
veral plants thrive best, and thence takes occasion to run out into 
the praises of Italy: after whtch^ he gives some directions for dis- 
covering the nature cf every soilf prescribes ndesfor dressing of 
vines, aUveSf Sfc, ana concludes the Georgic with a panegyric on 
a country lijfe,* 

Thus far of tillage, and of heavenly signs : 
Now sing, my Muse, the growth of generous vines, 
The shady groves, the woodland progeny. 
And the slow product of Minerva's tree. 



* The Praises of Italy, (translated by the learned and every way 
escellent Mr Chetwood^) which are printed in one of my Mis- 
cellany Poems, are the greatest ornament of this book : wherein, 
for want of sufficieiit skill in gardening, agriculture, &c. I may 
possibly be mistaken in some terms. But, concerning grafting, my 
iionoured friend Sir William Bowyer has assured me, that Virgil 
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Great father Bacchus! to my song repair; 
For clustering grapes are thy peculiar care : 
For thee, large bunches load ttie bending vine. 
And the last blessings of the year are thine. 
To thee his joys the jolly autumn owes, 
When the fermenting juice the vat o'erflows. 
Come» strip with me, my god ! come drench all o*er 
Thy limbs in must of wine, and drink at every pore. 

Some trees their birth to bounteous Nature owe; 
For some, without the pains of planting, grow. 
With osiers thus the banks of brooks abound. 
Sprung from the waterv genius of the ground. 
From the same principles grey willows come, 
Herculean poplar, and the tender broom. 
But some, from seeds inclosed in earth, arise; 
For thus the mastful chesnut mates the skies. 
Hence rise the branching beech and vocal oak. 
Where Jove of old miraculously spoke. 
Some from the root a rising wood disclose : 
Thus elms, and thus the savaire cherry grows: 
Thus the green bay, that binds the poet's brows. 
Shoots, and is sheltered by the mother's boughs. 

These ways of planting Nature did ordain. 
For trees and shrubs, and all the sylvan reign. 
Others there are, by late experience found : 
Some cut the shoots, and plant in furrow'd ground ; 



has shewn more of poetry than skill, at least in relation to our 
more northern climates ; and that many of our stocks will not 
receive such grafts as our poet tells us would bear in Italy. 
Nature has conspired with art to make the garden at Denham 
Courts of Sir William's own plantation, one of the most delicious 
spots of ground in £nffland : it contains not above five acres, 
(just the compass of Alcinoiis's garden, described in the Odys« 
ses :) but Virgil says^ in this very Georgic, 



Etciguum colito. 



Laudato ingentla rura; 
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Some cover rooted stalks in deeper mould ; 
Some^ cloven stakes ; and (wonderous to behold !) 
Their sharpened ends in earth their footing place ; 
And the dry poles produce a living race. 
Some bow their vines, which buried in the plaih, 
Their tops in distant arches rise again. 
Others no root require ; the labourer cuts 
Young slips, and in the soil securely puts. 
Even stumps of olives, bared of leaves, and dead. 
Revive, ana oft redeem their withered head. 
Tis usual now an inmate graff to see 
With insolence invade a foreign tree : 
Thus pears and quinces from the crabtree come. 
And tnus the ruddy cornel bears the plumb. 

Then let the learned gardener mark with care 
The kinds of stocks, and what those kinds will 

bear; 
Explore the nature of each several tree. 
And, known, improve with artful industry : 
And let no spot of idle earth be found, 
But cultivate the genius of the ground : 
For open Ismarus will Bacchus please ; 
Tabumus loves the shade of olive-trees. 

The virtues of the several soils T sing. — 
Mcecenas, now thy needful succour bring ! 
thou ! the better part of my renown. 
Inspire thy poet, and thy poem crown : 
Embark with me, while I new tracts explore. 
With flying sails and breezes from the shore : 
Not that my song, in such a scanty space. 
So large a subject fully can embrace- 
Not though I were supplied with iron lungs, 
A hundred mouths, fiird with as many tongues 
But steer my vessel with a steady hand, 
And coast along the shore in sight of land. 
Nor will I tire thy patience with a train 
Of preface, or what ancient poets feign. 
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The treest which of ttieniselvcs advance in air. 
Are barren kinds, but strongly built and fiiir, 
Because the vigour of the native earth 
Maintains the plant, and makes a manly birth. 
Yet theses receiving graffs of other kind. 
Or thence transplanted, change their savage mind. 
Their wildness lose, and, q^uitting nature's part» 
Obey the rules and disciphne of art. 
The same do trees, that, sprung from barren roots, 
In open fields transplanted bear their fruits. 
For, where they grow, the native energy 
Turns all into the substance of the tree. 
Starves and destroys the fruit, is onlv made 
For Imiwny bulk, and for a Ixirren snade. 
The plant that shoots from seed, a sullen tree, 
'At leisure grows, for late posterity ; 
The generous flavour lost, the fruits d?cay. 
And savage grapes are made the birds' ignoble prey. 
Much labour is required in trees, to tame 
Their wild disorder, and in ranks reclaim. 
Well must the ground be digg'd, and better 
New soil to make, and meliorate the rest. 
Old stakes of olive-trees in plants revive ; 
By the same method Paphian myrtles live ; 
But nobler vines by propagation thrive. 
From roots hard hazels, and, from scions, rise 
Tall ash, and taller oak that mates the skies ; 
Palm, poplar, fir, descending from the steep 
Of hills, to try the dangers of the deep. 
The thin-leaved arbute hazel-grafTs receives ; 
And planes huge apples bear, that bore but leaves. 
Thus mastful beech the bristly chesnut bears. 
And the wild ash is white with blooming pears, 
And greedy swine from grafted elms are fed 
With falling acorns, that on oaks are bred. 

But various are the ways to change the state 
Of plants, to bud, to graff, to inoculate. 
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For, where the tender rinds of trees disdose 

Their shooting gems, a swelling knot there grows ; 

Just ill that space a narrow slit we make, 

Then other buds from bearing trees we take ; 

Inserted thus, the wounded rind we dose, 

III whose moist womb the admitted infant grows. 

But, when the smoother bole from knots is free, 

We make a deep indsion in the tree. 

And in the solid wood the slip indose ; 

The batt'ning bastard shoots again and grows ; 

And in short space the laden boughs arise, 

With happy fruit advancing to the skies. 

The mottier plant admires the leaves unknown 

Of alien trees, and apples not her own. 

Of vegetable woods are various kinds. 
And the same species are of several minds. 
Lotes, willows, elms, have different forms allowed ; 
So funeral cypress, rising like a shrowd. 
Fat olive-trees of sundry sorts appear, 
Of sundry shapes their unctuous berries bear. 
Radii long olives, Orchites round produce, 
And bitter Pausia, pounded for the juice. 
Aldnous' orchard various apples bears : 
Unlike are bergamots and pounder pears. 
Nor our Italian vines produce the shape, 
Or taste, or flavour, oi the I^esbian grape. 
The Thasian vines in richer soils abound ; 
Thi Mareotic grow in barren ground. 
The iPsythian grape we dry : Licgean juice 
Will stammering tongues and staggering feet pro- 
duce. 
Rath ripe are some, and some of later kind, 
Of golden some, and some of purple rind. 
How shall I praise the llha'tian grape divine, 
Which yet contends not with Falemian wine ? 
The Aminean many a consulship survives, 
And longer than the Lydian vintage lives, 
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Or high Phanaeus» king of Chiaii growth : 
But, for large quantities and lasting, both. 
The less Argitis bears the prize away. 
The Rhodian, sacred to the solemn day. 
In second services is pour'd to Jove, 
And best accepted by the gods above. 
Nor must Bumastus his old honours lose. 
In length and largeness like the dugs of cows. 
I pass the rest, whose every race, and name. 
And kinds, are less material to my theme ; 
Which who would learn, as soon may tell the sands. 
Driven by the western wind on Libyan lands. 
Or number, when the blustering Eurus roars. 
The billows beating on Ionian shores. 

Nor every plant on every soil will grow : 
The sallow loves the watery ground, and low ; 
The marshes, alders : Nature seems to ordain 
The rocky cliff for the wild ash's reign ; 
The baleiul yew to northern blasts assigns. 
To shores the myrtles, and to mounts the vines. 

Regard the extremest cultivated coast. 
From hot Arabia to the Scythian frost: 
All sorts of trees their several countries know ; 1 
Black ebon only will in India grow, I 

And odorous frankincense on the Sabasan bough. ) 
Balm slowly trickles through the bleeding veins 
Of happy snrubs in Idumaean plains. 
The green Egyptian thorn, for medicine good^ 
With iElthiops' hoary trees and woolly wood. 
Let others tell ; and how the Seres spin 
Their fleecy forests in a slender twine ; 
With mighty trunks of trees on Indian shores. 
Whose height above the feather'd arrow soars. 
Shot from the toughest bow, and, by the brawn 
Of expert archers, with vast vigour drawn. 
Sharp-tasted citrons Median climes produce, 
(Bitter the rind, but generous is the juice,) 
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A cordial fruit, a present antidote 
Against the direful stepdame's deadly draught, 
Who, mixing wicked weeds with words impure. 
The fate of envied orphans would procure. 
Large is the plant, and like a laurel grows, 
And, did it not a different scent disclose, 
A laurel were : the fragrant flowers contemn 
The stormy winds, tenacious of their stem. 
With this, the Medes to labouring age bequeath 
New lunip, and cure the sourness of the breath. 

But neither Median woods, (a plenteous land,) 
Fair Ganges, Hermus rolling golden sand, 
Nor Bactria, nor the richer Indian field s^ 
Nor all the gummy stores Arabia yields. 
Nor any foreign earth of greater name, 
Can with sweet Italy contend in fame* 
No bulls, whose nostrils breathe a living flamei 
Have turned our turf; no teeth of serpents here 
Were sown* an armed host and iron crop to bear. 
But fruitful vines, and the fat olive's freight, 
And harvests heavy with their fruitful weight. 
Adorn our fields ; and on the cheerful green 
The grazing flocks and lowing herds are seen. 
The warrior horse, here bred, is taught to train : 
There flows Clitumnus through the flowery plain, 
Whose waves, for triumphs after prosperous war, 
The victim ox and snowy sheep prepare. 
Perpetual spring our happy climate sees i 
Twice breed the cattle, and twice bear the trees 
And summer suns recede by slow degrees. 

Our land is from the rage of tigers freed# 
Nor nourishes the lion's angry seed ; 
Nor poisonous aconite is here produced. 
Or growa unknown, or is, when known, refused ; 
Nor in so vast a length our serpents glide, 
Or raised on such a spiry volume ride. 
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Next add our cities of illustrious name, 
Their costly labour, and stupendous frame ; 
Our forts on steepy hills, that far below 
See wanton streams in winding valleys flow ;, 
Our twofold seas, that, washing either side, 
A rich recruit of foreign stores provide ; 
Our spacious lakes ; thee, Liarius, first ; and next 
Benacus, with tempestuous billows vex'd. 
Or shall I praise thy ports, or mention make 
Of the vast mound that binds the Lucrine lake ? 
Or the disdainful sea, that, shut from thence, 
Roars round the irtructure, and invades the fence. 
There, where secure the Julian waters glide. 
Or where Avemus* jaws admit the Tyrriiene tide? 
Our quarries, deep in earth, were famed of old 
For veins <rf silver, and for ore of gold. 
The inhabitants themselves their country grace ; 
Hence rose the Marsian and Sabellian race, 
Strong-limb'd and stout, and to the wars inclined. 
And hard Ligurians, a laborious kind. 
And Volscians, arm'd with iron-headed darts. 
Besides--^ offspring of undaunted hearts— 
The Decii, Marii, great Camillus, came 
From hence, and greater Scipio's double name. 
And mighty Caesar, whose victorious arms 
To farthest Asia carry fierce alarms. 
Avert unwarlike Indians from his Rome, 
Triumph abroad, secure our peace at home. 

Hail, sweet Satumian soil ! of fruitful grain 
Great parent, greater of illustrious men ! 
For thee my tuneful accents will I raise. 
And treat of arts disclosed in ancient days. 
Once more unlock for thee the sacred spring. 
And old Ascr£ean verse in Roman cities nng. 

The nature of the several soils now see. 
Their strength, their colour, their fertility : 
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And first for heath, and barren hilly ground, 
Where meagre clay and flinty stones abound, 
Where the poor soil all succour seems to want — 
Yet this sumees the Palladian plant. 
Undoubted signs of such a soil are found ; 
For here wild olive-shoots o'erspread the ground, 
And heaps of berries strew the fields around. 
But, where the soil, with fattening moisture fiird, 
Is clothed with grass, and fruitful to be till'd. 
Such as in cheerful vales we view fVom high. 
Which dripping rocks with rolling streams supply, 
And feed with ooze ; where rising hillocks run 
In length, and open to the southern sun ; 
Where fern succeeds, ungrateful to the plough- 
That gentle ground to generous grapes allow. 
Strong stocks of vines it will in time produce, 
And overflow the vats with fKendly juice. 
Such as our priests in golden goblets pour 
To gods, the givers of the cheerful hour. 
Then when the bloated Tuscan blows his horn. 
And reeking entrails are in chargers borne. 
If herds or fleecy flocks be more thy care. 
Or goats that graze the field, and burn it bare. 
Then seek Tarentum's lawns, and farthest coast. 
Or such a field as hapless Mantua lost. 
Where silver swans sail down the watery road. 
And graze the floating herbage of the flood. * 
There crystal streams perpetual tenor keep^ 
Mor food nor springs are wanting to thy sheep ; 
For, what the day devours, the nightly dew 
Shall to the mom in pearly drops renew. 
Fat crumbling earth is fitter for the plough. 
Putrid and loose above, and black below ; 
For ploughing is an imitative toil. 
Resembling nature in an easy soil. 
No land for seed like this ; no fields afford 
So large an income to the village lord : 
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No toiling teams from harvest-labour come 

So late at night, so heavy-laden home. 

The like of forest land is understood, ^ 

From whence the surly ploughman grubs the wood, V 

Which had for length of ages idle stood. } 

Then birds forsake the ruins of their seat, 

And, flying from their nests, their callow young 

forget. 
The coarse lean gravel, on the mountain-sides. 
Scarce dewy beverage for the bees provides ; 
Nor chalk nor crumbling stones, the food of snakes^ 
That work in hollow earth their winding tracks. 
The soil exhaling clouds of subtile dews. 
Imbibing moisture which with ease she spews. 
Which rusts not iron, and whose mould is clean, ' 
Well clothed with cheerful grass, and ever green. 
Is good for olives, and aspiring vines. 
Embracing husband elms in amorous twines ; 
Is fit for feeding cattle, fit to sow, 
And equal to the pasture and the plough. 
Such is the soil of fat Campanian fields ; 
Such large increase the land that joins Vesuvius 

yields ; 
And such a country could Acerras boast. 
Till Clanius overflow'd the unhappy coast. 

I teach thee next the differing soils to know, * 
The light for vines, the heavier for the plough. 
Chuse first a place for such a purpose fit : 
There dig the solid earth, and sink a pit ; 
Next fill the hole with its own earth again. 
And trample with thy feet, and tread it in : 
Then, if it rise not to the former height 
Of superfice, conclude that soil is light, 
A proper ground for pasturage and vines. 
But, if the sullen earth, so press'd, repines 
Within its native mansion to retire, 
And stays without, a heap of heavy mire. 
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*Tis good for arablei a glebe that asks 
Tough teams of oxen» and laborious tasks. 
Salt earth and bitter are not fit to sow, 
Nor will be tamed or mended by the plough. 
Sweet grapes degenerate there ; and fruits, declined 
From tneir first navorous taste, renounce their kind. 
This truth by sure experiment is tried ; 
For first an osier colander provide 
Of twigs thick wrought, (such toiling peasants twine, 

* When through strait passages they strain their wine.) 
In this close vessel place that earth accurst, 
But fiU'd brimfuU with wholesome water first ; 
Then run it through ; the drops will rope around. 
And, by the bitter taste, disclose the ground. 
The fatter earth by handling we may find, 
With ease distinguish'd from the meagre kind : 
Poor soil will crumble into dust ; the rich 
Will to the fingers cleave like clammy pitch : 
Moist earth produces corn and grass, but both 
Too rank and too luxuriant in tlicir growth, 
liet not my land so large a promise boast. 
Lest the lank ears in length of stem be lost. 
The heavier earth is by her weight betrayed ; 
The lighter in the poising hand is weighed. 
Tis easy to distinguish by the sight. 
The colour of the soil, and black from white. 
But the cold ground is difficult to know ; 1 

^ Yet this the plants,thatprosper there, will show— > 
Black ivy, pitch-trees, and the baleful yew. J 
These rules consider'd well, with early care 
The vineyard destined for thy vines prepare : 
But, long before the planting, dig the ground, 
With furrows deep that cast a rising mound. 
The clods, exposed to winter winds, will bake ; 
For putrid earth will best in vineyards take ; 
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And hoary iirosts, after the painful toil 
Of delving hinds, will rot the mellow soil. 

Some peasants, not to omit the nicest care. 
Of the same soil their nursery prepare, 
With that of their plantation ; lest the tree, 
Translated, should not with the soil agree. 
Beside, to plant it as it was, they mark 
The heaven's four quarters on the tender bark. 
And to the north or south, restore the side, 
Which at their birth did heat or cold abide : 
So strong is custom ; such effects can use 
In tender souls of pliant plants produce. 

Chuse next a province for thy vineyard's reiga. 
On hills above, or in the lowlv plain. 
If fertile fields or valleys be tny choice, 
Plant thick ; for bounteous Bacchus will regoioe 
In close plantations there ; but, if the vine 
On rising ground be placed, or hills supine, 
Extend thy loose battalions largely wide. 
Opening thy ranks and files on either side. 
But marRhall'd all in order as they stand ; 
And let no soldier straggle from his band. 
As legions in the field their front display. 
To try the fortune of some doubtful day. 
And move to meet their foes with sober pace. 
Strict to their figure, though in wider space. 
Before the battle joins, while from afar 
The field yet glitters with the pomp of war. 
And equal Mars, like an impartial lord. 
Leaves all to fortune, and the dint of sword — 
So let thy vines in intervals be set. 
But not their rural discipline forget ; 
Indulge their width, and add a roomy space, 
That their extremest lines may scarce embrace : 
Nor this alone to indulge a vain delight. 
And make a pleasing prospect for the sight, 
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But for the ground itself ; this only way 
Can equal vigour to the plants convey^ 
Which, crowded, want the room, their branches 

to display. 
How deep they must be planted, would'st thou 

know? 
In shallow furrows vines securely grow. 
Not 8o the rest of plants ; for Jove's own tree, 
That holds the woods in awful sovereign ty> 
Reauires a depth of lodging in the ground, 
Ana» next the lower skies, a bed profound : 
Hiffh as his topmost boughs to heaven ascend. 
So low his roots to hell's dominion tend. 
Therefore, nor winds, nor winter's rage o'erthrows 
His bulky body, but unmoved he grows ; 
For length of ages lasts his happy reign. 
And lives of mortal man contend in vain. 
Full in the midst of his own strength he stands,^ 
Stretching his brawny arms, and leafy hands ; f 
His shade protects the plains, his head the hills ?^ 

commands. ^ 

The hurtful hazel in thy vineyard shun ; 
Nor plant it to receive the setting sun ; 
Nor oreak the topmost branches from the tree ; 
Nor prune, with olunted knife, the progeny. 
Root up wild olives from thy labour'd lands ; 
For sparkling fire, from hinds' unwary hands. 
Is often scatter'd o'er their unctuous rinds, 
And after spread abroad by raging winds : 
For first the smouldering flame the trunk receives ; 
Ascending thence^ it crackles in the leaves ; 
At length victorious to the top aspires, 
Involvmg all the wood in smoky fires ; 
But most, when, driven by winds, the flaming storm 
Of the long files destroys the beauteous form. 
In ashes then the unhappy vineyard lies ; 
Nor will the blasted plants from ruin rise ; 

3 
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Nor will the witlier*d fttock he green affain ; 
But the wild olive fchoot«, and shades tne ungrate- 
ful plain. 
1)e not reduced with wisdom's empty shows. 
To stir the |;>eaceful ground when Koreas blows. 
When winter frosts constrain the field with cold. 
The fainty root can take no steady hold. 
Jttit, when the golden spring reveals the year. 
And the white bird returns, whom serpents fear. 
That season deem the best to plant thy vines : 
Next that, is when autumnal warmth declines, 
Kre heat is quite decay'd, or cold begun, 
Or Capricorn admits the winter sun. 

The spring adorns the woods, renews the leaves ; 
The womb of earth the genial seed receives : 
For then ahnighty Jove descends, and pours 
[nto his buxom bride his fruitful showers ; 
And, mixing his large limbs with hers, he feeds 
Her births with kindly juice, and fosters teeming 

seeds. 
Then joyous birds frequent the lonely grove. 
And beasts, by nature stung, renew their love. 
Then fields the blades of buried com disclose ; 
And, while the balmy western spirit blows. 
Earth to the breath her bosom dares expose* 
With kindly moisture then the plants abound ; 
The grass securely springs above the ground ; 
The tender twig shoots upward to the skies. 
And on the faith of the new sun relies» 
The swerving vines on the tall elms prevail ; 
Unhurt by southern showers, or northern bail, 
Thev spread their gem^f the genial warmth to share. 
And boldly trust their buds in open air. 
In this soft season, (let me dare to sing,) ^ 

The world was hatch'd by heaven's imperial | 
king — r 

In prime of all the year, and holidays of spring. ^ 
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Then did the new creation first appear ; 
Nor other was the tenor of the year, 
When laughing heaven did the great birth attend ; 
And eastern winds their wintery breath suspend : 
Then sheep first saw the sun in open fields ; 
And savage beasts were sent to stock the wilds ; 
And golden stars flew up to light the skies ; 
And man's relentless race from stony quarries rise. 
Nor could the tender new creation bear 
The excessive heats or coldness of the year, 
But, chiird by winter, or by summer fired. 
The middle temper of the spring required. 
When warmth and moisture did at once abound, 
And heaven's indulgence brooded on the ground. 

For what remains, in depth of earth secure 
Thy covered plants, and dung with hot manure ; 
And shells and gravel in the ground inclose ; 
For through their hollow chinks the water flows. 
Which, thus imbibed, returns in misty dews. 
And, steaming up, the rising plant renews. 
Some husbandmen, of late, have found the way, "I 
A hilly heap of stones above to lay, > 

And press the plants with shards of potters' clay. ) 
This fence against immoderate rain they found. 
Or when the Dog-star cleaves the thirsty ground. 

Be mindful, when thou hast entomb'd the shoot. 
With store of earth around to feed the root ; 
With iron-teeth of rakes and prongs, to move 
The crusted earth, and loosen it above. 
Then exercise thy sturdy steers to plough 
Betwixt thy vines, and teach the feeble row 
To mount on reeds, and wands, and, upward led. 
On ashen poles to raise their forky head. 
On these new crutches let them learn to walk. 
Till, swerving upwards with a stronger stalk, 
They brave the winds, and, clinging to their guide. 
On tops of elms at length triumphant ride. 
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liiiti in their tender nonage^ while tliey spread 
Their springing leaves^ and lift their infant head* 
And upward while they shoot in open air. 
Indulge their childhood, and the nurselings spare; 
Nor exercise thy rage on new-born life ; 
But let thy hand supply the pruning»knife» 
And crop luxuriant stragglers, nor be loth 
To strip the lH*anchcs of their leafy growth. 
But, wncn the rooted vines, with steady hold. 
Can clasp their elms, then, husbandman, be bold 
To lop tne disobedient boughs, that stray'd 
Beyond their ranks ; let crooked steel invade 
The lawless troops, which discipline disclaim. 
And their superfluous growth with rigour tame. 
Next, fenced with hedges and deep ditches round, 
Exclude the encroaching cattle from thy ground^ 
While yet the tender gems but just appear. 
Unable to sustain the uncertain year ; 
Whose leaves are not alone foul winter's prey. 
But oft by summer suns are scorched away^ 
And, worse than both, become the unworthy 

browzc 
Of buffaloes, salt goats, and hungry cows. 
For not December's frost, that burns the boughs. 
Nor doff-days' parching heat, that splits the rocks, 
Are half so harmful as the greedy flocks. 
Their venom'd bite, and scars indented on the 

stocks. 
For this, the malefactor goat was laid 
On Bacchus' altar, and his forfeit paid. 
At Athens thus old comedy began. 
When round the streets the reeling actors ran. 
In country villages, and crossing ways, 
Contending for the prizes of their plays ; 
And, glad with Bacchus, on the grassy soil, 
I ieap'd o'er the skins of goats bcsmear'd with oil. 
Thus Roman youth, derived from ruin'd Troy, 
In rude Saturnian rhymes express their joy ; 
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With taunts^ and laugh terloudi their audienceplease, 
Defonn'd with vizards^ cut from barks of trees : 
In ioUy hymns they praise the God of Winei 1 
Whose earthen images adorn the pine, ^ > 

And there arehung on high, in honour of the vine. J 
A madness so devout the vineyard fills ; 
In hollow valleys and on rising hillsi 
On whate*er side he turns his honest face, 
And dances in the wind, those fields are in his grace. 
To Bacchus therefore let us tune our lays, ^ 
And in our mother tongue resound his praise. 
Tbin cakes in chargers, and a guilty g;oat, 
Dragged bv the horns, be to his altars brought ; 
Whose onefd entrails shall his crime reproach, 
And drip their fatness from the hazel broach. 
To dress thv vines, new labour is required ; 
Nor must the painful husbandman be tired : 
For thrice, at least, in compass of the year, 
Thy vineyard must employ the stui*dy steer 
To turn the glebe, besiaes thy daily pain 
To break the clods, and make the surface plain, 
To unload the branches, or the leaves to thin. 
That suck the vital moisture of the vine. 
Thus in a circle runs the peasant's pain. 
And the year rolls within itself agam. 
Even in the lowest months, when storms have shed 
From vines the hairy honours of jtheir head, 
Not then the drudging hind his labour ends. 
But to the coming year his care extends. 
Even then the naked vine he persecutes ; 
His pruning knife at once reforms and cuts. 
Be first to dig the ground ; be first to burn 
The branches lopt ; and first the props return 
Into thy house, that bore the burdened vines ; 
But last to reap tlie vintage of thy wines. 

VOL. XIV. K 
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Twice in the year luxuriant leaves o'ershade 
The encumber'd vine; rough brambles twice invade. 
Hard labour'd both ! Commend the large excess 
Of spacious vineyards ; cultivate the less. 
Besides, in woods the shrubs of prickly thom» 
Sallows and reeds on banks of rivers bom» 
Remain to cut ; for vineyards useful found, 
To stay thy vines, and fence thy fruitful ground. 
Nay,* when thy tender trees at length are bound,- 
When peaceful vines from pruning-nooks are free. 
When husbands have surveyed the last degree, 
And utmost files of ])lants, and order'd every tree ; 
Even when they sing at ease in full content, 
Insulting o'er the toils they underwent, 
Yet still they find a future task remain, 
To turn the soil, and break the clods again ; 
And, after all, their joys arc unsincere. 
While falling rains on ripening grapes they fear. 
Quite opposite to these are olives found : 
No dressing they require, and dread no wound, 
Nor rakes nor harrows need ; but, fix'd below. 
Rejoice in open air, and unconcern'dly grow. 
The soil itself due nourishment supplies : 
Plough but the furrows, and the fruits arise, 
Content with small endeavours, till they spring.! 
Soft peace they figure, and sweet plenty bring ; > 
Then olives plant, and hymns to Pallas sing. } 
Thus apple-trees, whose trunks arc strong to hetac 
Their spreading boughs, exert themselves in air, 



* Dryden seems to have left this verse unfinished, for all edi« 
tions prior to Dr Carey's read Nor, It is probable^ ho meant to 
give the sentence a different construction rrom what it now pr«- 
sents ; but, having changed his purpose, forgot to alter the be* 
ginning* 
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Want no supply, but stand secure alone, 

Not trusting foreign forces, but their own, 

Till with the ruddy freight the bending branches 

groan. 
Thus trees of nature, and each common bush, 
Uncultivated thrive, and with red berries blush. 
Vile shrubs are shorn for bro wze ; the towering height 
Of unctuous trees are torches for the night. 
And shall we doubt, (indulging easy sloth,) 
To sow, to set, and to reform their growth ? 
To leave the loftv plants — the lowly kind 
Are for the shepherd or the sheep designed. 
Even humble broom and osiers have their use. 
And shade for sheep, and food for flocks, produce ; 
Hedges for com, and honey for the bees. 
Besides the pleasing prospect of the trees. 
How goodly looks Cytorus, ever green 
With Doxen groves ! with what delight are seen 
Marycian woods of pitch, whose gloomy shade 
Seems for retreat oi heavenly Muses made ; 
But much more pleasing are those fields to see, 
That need not ploughs, nor human industry. 
Even cold Caucasean rocks with trees are sprea, 
And wear green forests on their hilly head. 
Though bending from the blast of eastern storms. 
Though shent tiieir leaves, and shatter'd are their 

arms. 
Yet heaven their various plants for use designs — 
For houses, cedars— and, for shipping, pines- 
Cypress provides for spokes and wheels of wains. 
And all for keels of snips, that scour the watery 

plains. 
Willows in twigs are fruitful, elms in leaves ; 
The war, from stubborn myrtle, shafts receives— 
From cornels, javelins ; and the tougher yew 
Receives the bending figure of a bow. 
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Nor box, nor limes, without their use are msAep 
Smooth-grain'd, and proper for the turner's trade 
Which curious hands may carve, and steel with) 

ease invade. 
Light alder stems the IVs impetuous tide. 
And bees in hollow oaks their honey hide. 
Now balance, with these gifls, the fumy joys 
Of wine, attended with eternal noise. 
Wine urged to lawless lust the Centaurs* train ; 
Through wine they quarrell'd, and through wine 

were slain. 
O happy, if he knew his happy state^ 
The swain, who, free from business and debate^ 
Receives his easy food from nature's hand. 
And just returns of cultivated land ! 
No palace, with a lofty gate, he wants. 
To admit the tides of early visitants, 
With eager eyes devouring, as they pass. 
The breathing figures of Corinthian brass. 
No statues threaten, from high pedestals ; 
No Persian arras hides his homely walls. 
With antic vests, which, through their shady fi^ld, 
Betray the streaks of ill-dissembled gold : 
He boasts no wool, whose native white is dyed 
With purple poison of Assyrian pride ; 
No costly drugs of Araby defile, 
With foreign scents, the sweetness of his oil : 
But easy quiet, a secure retreat, 
A harmless life that knows not how to cheat. 
With home-bred plenty, the rich owner bless, 
And rural pleasures crown his happiness. 
Unvex'd with quarrels, undisturb*a with noise. 
The country king his peaceful realm enjoys — 
Cool grots, and living lakes, the flowery pride 
Of meads, and streams that through the valley glides 
And shady groves that easy sleep invite. 
And after toilsome days, a soft repose at night 
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1 beasts of nature in his woods abound ; 
jouthi of labour patient, plough the ground^ 
M to hardship, and to homely fare, 
venerable age is wanting there, 
■eat examples to the youthful train ; 
ure the gods adored with rites profane. 
i hence Astra^a took her flight ; and here 
prints of her departing steps appear. 
I sacred Muses ! with whose beautjjr flred« 
oul is ravish'd, and my brain inspired-^ 
se priest I am, whose holy fillets wear— - 
Id you your poet*s first petition hear ; 
me the ways of wandering stars to know« 
lepths of heaven above, and earth below : 
li me the various labours of the moon, 
whence proceed the eclipses of the sun ; 
flowing tides prevail upon the main, 
in what dark recess they shrink again ; 
t shakes the solid earth ; what cause delays 
mmmer nights, and shortens winter days, 
if my heavy blood restrain the flight ^ 

y firee soul, aspiring to the height > 

ttiire, and unclouded fields of hght— } 

lext desire is, void of care and strife, 
ad a soft, secure, inglorious life— - 
Lintry cottage near a crvstal flood, 
ndinff valley, and a lofty wood. 
! God conduct me to the sacred shades, 
re Bacchanals are sung bv Spartan maids, 
\ me hi^h to Hummus' hilly crown, 
the plains of Tempe lay me down, 
id me to some solitary place, 
cover my retreat from human race. 
ppy the man, who, studying nature's laws, 
i]|;h known effects can trace the sacred cause — 
amd possessing in a quiet state, 
ess of fortune, and resigned to fate ! 
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And happy too is he, who decks the bowers 
Of Sylvans, and adores the rural powers — 
Whose mind, unmoved, the bribes of courts can see, 
Their glittering baits, and puri)le slavery — 
Nor hopes the people's praise, nor fears their frown,! 
Nor, when contending kindred tear the CTown, r 
Will set up one, or pull another down. 3 

Without concern he hears, but hears from fkv, 
Of tumults, and descents, and distant war ; 
Nor with a superstitious fear is awed, 
For what befals at home, or what abroad 
Nor envies he the rich their happy store, 
Nor his own peace disturbs witn pity for the poor. 
He feeds on iruits, which, of their own accord, 
The willing ground and laden trees afford. 
From his loved home no lucre him can draw ; 
The senate's mad decrees he never saw ; 
Nor heard, at bawling bars, corrupted law. 
Some to the seas, and some to camps, resort, 
And some with impudence invade the court : 
In foreign countries, others seek renown ; 
With wars and taxes, others waste their own. 
And houses bum, and household gods deface, 
To drink in bowls with glittering gems enchase^ 
To loll on couches, rich with citron steds. 
And lay their guilty limbs in Tyrian beds. 
This wretch in earth entombs his golden ore, 
Hovering and brooding on his buried store. 
Some patriot fools to ponular praise aspire 
Of public speeches, which worse fools admire, 
While, from both benches, with redoubled sounds 
The applause of lords and commoners abounds. 
Some, through ambition, or through thirst of sold 
Have slain their brothers, or their country sold, 
And, leaving their sweet homes, in exile run 
To lands that lie beneath another sun. 
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The peasant, innocent of all these ills, 
With crooked ploughs the fertile fallows tills, 
And round the year with daily labour fills. 
From hence the country markets are supplied : 
Enough remains for household charge beside, 
His wife and tender children to sustain, 
And gratefully to feed his dumb deserving train. 
Nor cease his labours, till the yellow field 
A full retiu'n of bearded harvest yield — 
A crop so plenteous, as the land to load, • 
Oercome the crowded barns, and lodge on ricks 

abroad. 
Thus every several season is employ'd. 
Some spent in toil, and some in ease enjoy'd. 
The veaning ewes prevent the springing year ; 
The laded laughs their fruits in autumn bear : 
Tis then the vine her liquid harvest yields. 
Baked in the sun-shine of ascending fields. 
The winter comes ; and then the falling mast 
For greedy swine provides a full repast : 
Then olives, ground in mills, their fatness boast, 
And winter fruits are mellow'd by the frost. 
His cares are eased with intervals of bliss ; 
His little children, climbing for a kiss. 
Welcome their father's late return at night ; 
His faithful bed is crown'd with chaste delight. 
His kine with swelling udders ready stand. 
And, lowing for the pail, invite the milker's hand. 
His wanton kids, with budding horns prepared. 
Fight harmless battles in his homely yard : 
Himself, in rustic pomp, on holidays. 
To rural powers a just oblation pays. 
And on tne green his careless limbs displays. 
The hearth is in the midst ; the herdsmen, round 
The cheerful fire, provoke his health in goblets 
crown'd. 
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He calls on Bacchus, and propounds the prize ; ^ 
The groom his fellow-groom at butts denes, V 
And oends his bow, and levels with his eyes ; J 
Or, stript for wrestling, smears his limbs with oil. 
And watches, with a trip his foe to foil. 
Such was the life the frugal Sabines led ; 
So Remus and his brother god were bred, 
From whom the austere Etrurian virtue rose ; 
And this rude life our homelv fathers chose. 
Old Rome from such a race derived her birth, 
(The seat of empire and the conquered earth,) 
Which now on seven high hills triumphant reigns 
And in that compass all the world contains. 
Ere Saturn's rebd son usurp'd the skies. 
When beasts were only slain for sacrifice. 
While peaceful Crete emoy'd her ancient lord. 
Ere sounding hammers K>rged the inhuman swovd 
Ere hollow drums were beat, before the breath 
Of brazen trumpets rung the peals of death. 
The good old ^od his hunger did assuage 
With roots and herbs, and gave the goMen age. 

But, over-labour'd with so long a course, 
Tb time to set at ease the smokmg horse. 
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BOOK III. 



ARGUMENT. 

I 

I/Ui (fook begins with the invocation of some rural detties, and a 
compliment to Augustus ; after which Virgil directs himself to 
Macenas, and enters on his subject. He lavs down rules for the 
breeding and management qf horses, oxen^ sneept goats$ and dogs ; 
and interweaves several pleasant descriptions qfa chariot-race, q/* 
the battle qfthe bullSf qf the force <if love, and of the Scythian 
winter. In the latter part of the book, he relates the diseases in' 
eident to caiile ; and ends with the description of a fatal murrain 
thaifbrmerly raged among the Alps* 

Thy fields, propitious Pales, I rehearse ; 
And sing thy pastures in no vulgar verse, 
Amphrysian shepherd ! the Lycaean woods, 
Arcadia's flowery plains, and pleasing floods. 

All other themes, that careless minds invite. 
Are WOTn with use, unworthy me to write. 
Busiris' altars, and the dire decrees 
Of hard Eurystheus, every reader sees : 
Hylas the boy, Latona's erring isle. 
And Pelops' ivory shoulder^ and his toil 
F(Nr fur nippodame, with all the rest 
Of Grecian tales, by poets ate expressed. 
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New ways I must attempt, my grovelling name 
To raise aloft, and wing my flight to fame. 

I, first of Romans, shall in triumph come, 
From conquer'd Greece, and bringher trophies hoir 
With foreign spoils adorn my native place, 
And with Idume's palms my Mantua grace. 
Of Parian stone a temple will I raise, 
Where the slow Mincius through the valley strai 
Where cooling streams invite the flocks to drinfi 
And reeds defend the winding water's brink. 
Full in the midst shall mighty Caesar stand, 
Hold the chief honours, and the dome command 
Then I, conspicuous in my Tyrian gown, 
(Submitting to his godhead my renown,) 
A hundred coursers from the goal will drive : 
The rival chariots in the race shall strive. 
All Greece shall flock from far, my games to see 
The whorlbat, and the rapid race, shall be 
Reserved for Ca^ar, and ordained by me. 
Myself, with olive crown'd, the gifts will bear. 
Even now methinks the public shouts I hear ; 
The passing pageants, and the pomps appear. 
I to the temple will conduct the crew. 
The sacrifice and sacrificers view. 
From thence return, attended with my train. 
Where the proud theatres disclose the scene. 
Which interwoven Britons seem to raise, 
And shew the triumph which their shame displa; 
High o'er the gate, in elephant and gold. 
The crowd shall Coisar's Indian war behold : 
The Nile shall flow beneath ; and, on the side. 
His shattered ships on brazen pillars ride. 
Next him Niphates,* with inverted urn. 



* It has been objected to me, that I understood not this pais 
of Virgil, because I call Niphates a river, which is a mountaii 
Armenia. But the river arising from the same mountain is i 
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And drooping sedge,^ shall bis Armenia mourn ; 
And Asian cities in our triumnh borne. 
With backward bows the Partnians shall be there, 
And, spurring from the fight, confess their fear. 
A double wreath shall crown our Caesar's brows — 
Two differing tro])hie8, from two different foes. 
Europe with Afric in his fame shall join ; 
But neither shore his conquestf shall confine. 
The Parian marble there rfiall seem to move 
In breathing statues, not unworthy Jove, 
Resembling heroes, whose ethereal root 
Is Jove himself, and Caesar is the fruit. 
Tros and his race the sculptor shall emphiy ; 
And he— the god who built the walls of Troy. 
Envy herself at last, grown pale and dumb, 
(By Cffisar combated and overcome,) 
Shall give her hands, and fear the curling snakes 
Of lasning Furies, and the burning lakes ; 
The pains of famish'd Tantalus shall feel, "I 

And Sisyphus, that labours up the hill v 

The rolling rock in vain ; and curst Ixion's wheel. ) 
Meantime we must pursue the sylvan lands, ^ 
(Theabodeofnymphs,) untouched by formcrhands: >- 
For such, Maecenas, are thy hard commands. j 
Without thee, nothing lofty can I sing. 
Come then, and, with thyself, thy genius bring. 
With which inspired, I brook no dull delay 
Cithceron loudly calls me to my way ; 
Thy hounds,Tayg'tus, open, and pursue their p 



lay : \ 
lirprey.) 



called Niphatei ; and, having ipoken of Nile before, I migbt 
reiionably think that Virgil rather meant to couple two rivertt^ 
than a river and a mountain. — Duydrn. 

* Dr Carey reads dropping ; but there is no author! ty^ and 
•eemingly no necessity, for the change. 

t Dr Carey reads conquests, in the plurul ; but the word, in the 
lingular, implies mure emphatically a career of victory. 
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High Eoidaurus urges on my sneed^ 
Famed for his hills^ and for his horses' breed : 
From hills and dales the cheerful cries rebound ; 
For Echo hunts along, and propagates the sound. 

A time will come» when my maturer muse. 
In Cassar's wars, a nobler theme shall chuse. 
And through more ages bear my sovereign's praise^ 
Than have from Tithon past to Cassar's days. 

The generous youth, who, studious of theprizei 
The race of running coursers multiplies. 
Or to the plough the sturdy bullock breeds. 
May know, that from the dam the worth of eadi 

proceeds. 
The mother cow must wear a lowerhig look, 
Sour-headed, strongly neck-d, to bear the yoke. 
Her double dew-lap from her chin descends, 
And at her thighs the ponderous burden ends. 
Lfong are her sides and large ; her limbs are great ; 
Rough are her ears, and broad her homy feet 
Her colour shining black, but ileck*d with white ; 
She tosses from the yoke ; provokes the fight : 
She rises in her gait, is free from fears, 
And in her face a bull's resemblance bears : 
Her ample forehead with a star is crown'd. 
And with her length of tail she sweeps the ground. 
The bull's insult at four she may sustain ; 
But, after ten, from nuptial rites refrain. 
Six seasons use ; but then release the cow. 
Unfit for love, and for the labouring plough. 

Now, while their youth is fill'd with kindly fire, 
Submit thy females to the lusty sire : 
Watch the quick motions of the frisking tail ; 
Then serve their fury with the rushing male, 
Indulging pleasure, lest the breed should &iL 

In youth alone unhappy mortals live ; 
But, ah ! the mighty bliss is fugitive : 
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Discoloured sickness, anxious labours^ come. 
And age, and death's inexorable doom. 

Yearly thy herds in vigour will impair. 
Recruit and mend them with thy yearly care : 
Still propagate ; for still they fall away : 
lis pruaence to prevent the entire decay. 

Liice diligence requires the courser's race, 
In early choice, and for a longer space. 
The colt, that for a stallion is designed, 
By sure presages shews his generous kind : 
Of able body, sound of limb and wind. 
Upright he walks, on pasterns firm and straight ; 
His motions easy ; prancing in his gait ; 
The first to lead the way, to tempt the flood, 
To pass the bridge unknown, nor tear the trembling 

wood; 
Dauntless at empty noises ; lofty neck'd ; 
Sharp-beaded, barrel-bellied, broadlv back'd ; 
Brawny his chest, and deep ; his colour gray ; 
For beauty, dappled, or the brightest bay : 
Faint white and dun wUl scarce the rearing pay. 

The fiery courser, when he hears from rar 
The sprightly trumpets, and the shouts of war. 
Pricks up his ears ; and, trembling with delight. 
Shifts place, and paws, and hopes the promised fight. 
On his right shoulder his thick mane reclined. 
Ruffles at speed, and dances in the wind. 
His horny hoofs are jetty black and round ; 
His chine is double ; starting with a bound 
He turns the turf, and shakes the solid ground. 
Fire from his eyes, clouds from his nostrils, flow : 
He bears his rider headlong on the foe. 

Such was the steed in Grecian poets famed. 
Proud Cyllarus, by Spartan Pollux tamed : 
Such coursers bore to fight the God of Thrace ; 
And such, Achilles, was thy warlike race. 
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In niM'h a ulinpc, jp"''" Snhini did rpntmin 
I tin Iieiivr-idy liinlM, nnd ftowM witli nucli a mane, 
VV)i('n, Iialf-sur))nst'd, iind fciiritiK to l»e seen, 
Tlic IrdiiT jiiillopiAi from liis jvHlfHm (]uei'n, 
Itiin up tlic ridges of the rnckn iiiniiiti, 
And with shrill ncighingn fill'd the neighbouring 
phiiii, 

Hut. wcirii with years, when dire discnscs come, 
Then hide his not ignoble nge iit home, 
In pence to rtijny his former pnlins and pains ; 
And gratefully l)c kind to \m reinaius. 
For, when his blood no youthful Kpirits move, 
lie huiguishes nnd labours in liis love ; 
And, when the B[)rightly seed shoidd swiftly come 
iJrihbling he drudges, nnd defrauds the womb. 
In vfiin he l>un)<!, like hasty stublile-Hres, 
And in liimsolf his former self retpiires. 

JIJH nge and cmirngc weigh ; nor those nione, 
But note his father's virtues nnd his own : 
Observe, if be disdains to yield the prize. 
Of loss impatient, proud of virtories. 

Kiist thou iH'held, when from tlie goiil they start. 
The youthful charioteers with heaving heart 
lldsh to the race ; and, panting, scnreely Ix-ar 
'I'be extremes of feverish hojie and chilling fear; 
Stoop to the reins, and lash with all their force ? 
The flying ehnriot kindles in the course : 
And now alow, nnd now aloft, they fly. 
An borne thn>ugh air, and fieem to touch the sky. 
No stop, no stay : but clouds of sand ariM>» 
Spurn'd, nnd cast bnckward on the followers* ey«, 
The liindinoflt blows the fonm upon the first : 
Snel) is the love of praise, an honourable thiret. 

Itold KrielithoniuR was the first who joln'd 
r'our horHes for the rnpid race design'di 
And o'er the dusty wheels preaiding i ' 
'i'lic liapilhir, to chnriots, nild the ■ 



1 
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Of bits finti bridles ; tmiglit the steed to bound, 
Tu run the riii^, tu)d tmco the niuxy round ; ' 
To stop, to fly, the rules of war to know ; 
To obey the rider, and to dure the foe. 

To chuse a youthful steed with courage fired. 
To breed him, brc^k him, buck him, are required 
Kxperienced musters ; aiul, in sundry ways, 
Tkir kboura eiiuiti, and alike their praise. 
But, once again, the butter'd liorije beware : 
The weak ohl stallion will deceive thy care. 
Though famous in liiti youth for force and spced,^ 
Or waa of Argos or JCpirian breed, f 

Or did from Neptune's race, or from himself, pro-l' 
ccetl. * 

These things prcuiised.when nowthonuptial time 
Approaches for the stately steed to climb. 
With food enable bim to make his court ; 
Distend his chine, and pumper him for sport : 
Feed him with herbs, whatever thou canst find. 
Of generous waniith, and of salacious kind: 
Then water hiui, and (drinking what he can) 
Kticounige him to thirst again, with bran, 
histrtieted thus, produce bim to the fair, 
And join in wedlock to the longing mare. 
Kor, if the sire be faint, or out of case, 
He will be copied in bis fumish'd race, 
Ami sink beneath the pleasing tusk nssign'd : 
(For all's too little for the craving kind.) 

As for the females, with industrious cure 
Take down their mettle ; keep them lean and bare : 
When conscious of their past delight, and keen 
To take the leap, and prove the sport again, 
With scanty measure then supply tlieir food ; 
And, when athirst, restrain tbeni from tlie flood ; 
I Their bodies harass ; sink them when tbcy run ; 
k'^d fry tlieir melting marrow in the sun. 
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Starve them, when bams beneath their burden groani 
And winnow'd chaff by western winds is blown; 
For fear the rankness of the swelling womb 
Should scant the passage, and confine the room ; 
I^est the fat furrows should the sense destroy 
Of genial lust, and dull the seat of joy. 
])ut let them suck the seed with greedy fbrce. 
And close involve the vigour of the horse. 

The male has done:* thy care must now prooetd 
To teeming females, and the promised breed. 
First let them run at large, and never know 
The taming yoke, or draw the crooked plough. 
Let them not leap the ditch, or swim the floods 
Or lumber o'er the meads, or cross the wood ; 
But range the forest, by the silver side 
Of some cool stream, where Nature shall provide 
Green grass and fattening clover for their fare, 
And mossy caverns for their noontide lair, 
With rocks above, to shield the sharp nocturnal air. 

AlK)ut the AlbumiMi groves, with holly greeny 
Of winged insects mighty swarms are seen : 
This flying plague (to mark its quality) 
O^stros the Grecians call — ^Asylus, we— 
A fierce loud^buzzing breeze.-*Their stings dian 

blood. 
And drive the cattle gadding through the wood. 
Seized with unusual pains, tney loudly cry : 
Tanagrus hastens thence, and leaves his channel dry 
This curse the jealous Juno did invent, 
And first employ'd for lo's punishment. 
To shun this ill, the cunning leach ordains. 
In summer's sultry heats (for then it reigns) 



* The transition ii obscure in Virgil. He began with earn 
then proceeds to treat of horses, now returns to cows.— Datdbv 

13 



OEOROICflf III. 81 

To feed the females ere the sun arise^ 
Or late at nighty when stars adorn the skies, 
^When she has calved, then set the dam aside. 
And for the tender progeny provide. 
Distinguish all betimes witii oranding firei 
To note the tribe, the lineage, and the sire ; 
Whom to reserve for husband of the herd, - 
Or who shall be to sacrifice preferred ; 
Or whom thou shalt to turn thy glebe allow, 
To smooth the furrows, and sustain the plough s 
The rest, for whom no lot is yet decreed. 
May run in pastures, and at pleasure feed. 
The calf, by nature and by genius made 
To turn the glebe, breed to the rural trade. 
Set him betimes to school ; and let him be 
Instructed there in rules of husbandry, 
While yet his youth is flexible and green» 
Vor had examples oi the world has seen» 
Early begui we stubborn child to break i 
For his soft neck, a supple collar make 
Of bending osiers ; ana (with time and care 
Inured that easy servitude to bear) 
Thy flattering method on the youth pursue : 
Joined with his school*fellow$ by two and two, 
Povuade them first to lead an empty wheel, 
That scarce the dust can raise, or they can feel : 
In length of time produce the labouring yoke. 
And wining shares, that make the furrows smoke. 
Ere the licentious youth be thus restrained, 
Or moral precepts on their minds have gained. 
Their wanton appetites not only feed 
With delieates or leaves, and marshy weed, 
But with thy sickle reap the rankest land, 
And minister the blade with bounteous hand : 
Nor be with harmful parsimony won 
To fdilow what our homely sires have done, 
voj.* %iv. F 
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Who fill'd the pail with beestings of the cow. 
But all her udder to the calf allow. 

If to the warlike steed thy studies bend. 
Or for the prize in chariots to contend. 
Near Pisa's flood the rapid wheels to guide. 
Or in Olympian groves aloft to ride, 
The generous lateurs of the courser, first. 
Must be with sight of arms and sounds of trumpets 

nursed ; 
Inured the groaning axle*tree to bear. 
And let him clashing whips in stables hear. 
Sooth him with praise, and make him understand 
The loud applauses of his master's hand : 
This, from his weaning, let him well be taught ; 
And then betimes in a soft snaffle wrought. 
Before his tender joints with nerves are knit. 
Untried in arms, and trembling at the bit. 
But, when to four full springs his years advance. 
Teach him to run the round, with pride to prance. 
And (rightly managed) equal time to beat. 
To turn, to bound in measure, and curvet. 
Let him to this, with easy pains, be brought. 
And seem to labour, when he labours not. 
Thus form'd fOT speed, he challenges the wind. 
And leaves the Scythian arrow far behind : 
He scours along the field, with loosen'd reins. 
And treads so light, he scarcely prints the plains ; 
Like Boreas in his race, when, rushing forth. 
He sweeps the skies, and clears the cloudy north : 
The waving harvest bends beneath his blast. 
The forest shakes, the groves their honours cast ; 
He flies aloft, and with impetuous roar 
Pursues the foaming surges to the shore. 
Thus, o'er the Elean plains, thy well-breath'd horse 
Impels the flying car, and wins the course, 
Or, bred to Belgian waggons, leads the way, 
Untired at night, and chearful all the day. 



ii 
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When onoe he's broken, feed hitn fuU and high $ 
Indulge his growth, and his gaunt sides supply. 
Before his training, keep him poor and low ; 
For his stout stomach with his food will grow : 
The pampered colt will discipline disdain. 
Impatient of the lash, and restiff to the rein. 

Would'st thou their courage and their strength 
improve ? 
Too soon they must not feel the stings of love. 
Whether the hull or courser be thy care, 
Let him not leap the cow, nor n^ount the mare. 
The youthful bull must wander in the wood 
Behind the mountain, or bevond the flood, 
Or in the stall at home his mdder find, 
Far from the charms of that alluring kind. 
With two fair eyes his mistress burns his breast : 
He looks, and languishes, and leaves the rest. 
Forsakes his food, and, pining for the lass. 
Is joyless of the grove, and spurns the growing 

grass. 
The soft i^ucer, with enticing looks. 
The bellowing rivals to the fight provokes. 

A beauteous heifer in the wooa is bred : 
The stooping warriors, aiming head to head. 
Engage their dashing horns : with dreadful sound 
The forest rattles, and the rocks rebound. 
They fence, they push, and, pushing, loudly roar : 
Theur dewlaps and their sides are batli'd in gore. 
Nor, when tne war is over, is it peace ; 
Nor will the van^uish'd bull his claim release ; 
But, feeding in his breast his ancient fires, 
And cursing fate, from his proud foe retires. 
Driven from his native land to foreign grounds, 
He with a generous rage resents his wounds. 
His ignominious fliirht, the vicitor's boast. 
And, more than both, the loves, which unrevenged 
he lost. 
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Often he turns his eyes, and, with a groan, 
Surveyi the pleasing kingdoms, onoe his own : 
And therefore to repair his strength he tries. 
Hardening his limbs with painful exerdse. 
And rough upon the flinty rock ^e lies. 
On prickly leaves and on sharp herbs he feeds. 
Then to the prelude of a war proceeds. 
His horns, yet sore, he tries against a tree. 
And meditates his absent enemy. 
He snuffs the wind ; his heels the sand excite ; 1 
But, when he stands collected in his might, > 
He roars, and promises a more successful fight ) 
Then, to redeem his honour at a blow. 
He moves his camp, to meet his careless foe. 
ISIot more with madness, rolling from afar. 
The spumy waves proclaim the watery war. 
And mounting upwards, with a mighty roar, 
March onwanb, and insult the rocky shore. 
They mate the middle region with their beight, 
And fall no less than with a mountain's weight ; 
The waters boil, and, belching, from below 
Black sands, as from a forceful engine, throw* 

Thus every creature, and of every kind, 
The secret joys of sweet coition find. 
Not only man's imperial race, but they 
That wing the liquid air, ov swim the sea, 
Or haunt the desert, rush into the flame : 
For Love is lord of all, and is in all the same. 

'Tis with this rage, the mother lion stung. 
Scours o'er the plain, regardless of her young : 
Demanding rites of love, she sternly stalks. 
And hunts her lover in his lonely walks. 
'Tis then the shapeless bear his den forsakes ; 
In woods and fields a wild destruction makes : 
Boars whet their tusks ; to battle tigers move. 
Enraged with hunger, more enraged with love. 
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Then woe to him, that, in the desert land 
Of Ijibya, travels o'er the burning sand ! 
The stallion snuffs the weU-known scent aiar, 
And snorts and trembles for the distant mare ; 
Nor bits nor bridles can his rage restrain. 
And nigged rocks are interposed in vain : 
He makes his way o'er mountains, and contemns 
Unruly torrents, and unforded streams. 
The bristled boar, who feels the pleasing wound. 
New grinds his arming tusks, and digs me ground. 
The s^py lecher shuts his little eyes ; 
About m$ churning chaps the frothy bubbles rise : 
He rubs his sides against a tree ; prepares 
And hardens both his shoulders for the wars. 
What did the youth, when Love's unerring dart 
Transfixed his liver, and inflamed his heart ? 
Alone, bv night, his watery way he took ; 
About him, and above, the billows broke ; 
The sluices of the sky were open spread. 
And rolling thunder rattled o'er his head ; 
The raging tempest call'd him back in vain. 
And everv boding omen of the main : 
Nor could his kindred, nor the kindly force 
Of weeping parents, change his fatal course ; 
No, not the dying maid, who must deplore 
His floating carcase on the Sestian shora 

I pass the wars that spotted lynxes make 
With their fierce rivals for the female's sake. 
The howling wolves', the mastifis' amorous rage ; 
When even the fearful stag dares for his hind en« 




But, far above the rest, the furious mare. 
Barred from the male, is frantic with despair : 
For^ when her pouting vent declares her pain, 
She tears the harness, and she rends the rein. 
For this (when- Venus gave them rage and power) 
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Their master's mangled members they devour. 
Of love defrauded in their lonffinff hour. 
For love, they force through thickets of the wood, 
Th^ climb the steepy hilb, and stem the flood. 

When, at the spring's approach, their marrow 
bums, 
(For with the spring their genial warmth returns,) 
The mares to cuffs of rugged rocks repair. 
And with wide nostrils snuff the western air : 
When (wonderous to relate !) the parent Wind, 
Without the stallion, propagates the kind. 
Then, fired with amorous rage, they take their flidit 
Throughplains,andmountthe hills' unequal height; 
Nor to the north, nor to the rising sun. 
Nor southward to the rainy regions, run,* 
But boring to the west, and hovering there. 
With gaping mouths, they draw pr^fic air ; 
With which impregnate,fix)m their groins they shed 
A slimy juice, by false conception bred. 
The shepherd knows it well, and calls by name 
Hippomanes, to note the mother's flame. 
This, gathered in the planetary hour. 
With noxious weeds, and spell*d with words of 

power. 
Dire stepdames in the magic bowl infuse. 
And mix, for deadly draugnts, the poisonous juioe. 

But time is lost, which never will renew. 
While we too far the pleasing path pursue. 
Surveying nature with too nice a view. 
Let this suffice for herds ; our following care 
Shall woolly flocks and shaggy goats declare. 
Nor can I doubt what oil I must bestow. 
To raise my subject from a ground so low ; 
And the mean matter, which my theme afibrds. 
To embellish with magnificence of words. 
But the commanding Muse my chariot guides. 
Which o'er the dubious diff securely rides ; 
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And pleased I am, no beaten road to take. 
But first the way to new discoveries make. 

N0W9 sacred !Fales ! in a lofty strain 
I sing the rural honours of thy reign^ 
First, with assiduous care from winter keep, 
Well fodder'd in the stalls, thy tender sheep : 
Then spread with straw the bedding of thy fold, 
With fern beneath, to 'fend the bitter cold ; 
That free from gouts thou may'st preserve thy care. 
And dear from scabs, produced by freezing air. 
Next, let thy i^oats officiously be nursed. 
And led to living streams, to quench their thirst. 
Feed them with winter-browze ; and, for their lair, 
A oote, that opens to the south, prepare ; 
Where basking in the sun-shine they may lie, 
And the short remnants of his heat enjoy. 
This during winter's drisly reign be done. 
Till the new Ram receives the exalted Sun.* 
For hairy goats of equal profit are 
With wooUy sheep, and ask an equal care. 
Tis true, the fleece, when drunk with Tyrian juice, 
Is dearly sold ; but not for needful use : 
For the salacious goat increases more. 
And twice as largely yields her milky store. 
The still distended udders never fail. 
But, when they seem exhausted, swell the pail. 
Meantime the pastor shears their hoary beards. 
And eases of their hair the loaden herds. 
Their cam'lots, warm in tents, the soldier hold. 
And shield the shivering mariner from cold. 

On shrubs they browze, and, on the bleaky top 
Of rugged hills, the thorny bramble crop. 



* Astrologers tell us, that the Sun receives his exaltation in the 
sign Aries : Virgil perfectly understood both astronomy and as« 
trology. 
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Attended with their bleating kids, they come 
At night, unask'd, and mindful of their home 
And scarce their swelling bags the threshold over- 
come. 
So much the more thy diligence bestow 
In depth of winter, to defend the snow, 
By how much less the tender helpless ' 
For their own ills, can fit provision find. 
Then minister the browsse with bounteous hand, 
And open let thy stacks all winter stand. 
But, when the western winds with vital power 
Call forth the tender grass and budding noweft 
Then, at the last, produce in open air 
Both flocks ; and send them to their summer fare. 
Before the sup while Hesperus appears. 
First let them sip from herbs the pearly tears 
Of morning dews, and after break their fast 
On green*sward ground-— a cool and grateful taste. 
But, when the day's fourth hour has drawn the dewsy 
And the sun's sultry heat their thirst renews ; 
When creaking grashoppers on shrubs complain, 
Then lead them to their watering-troughs again. 
In summer's heat, some bending valley find, 
Closed from the sun, but open to the wind ; 
Or seek some ancient oak, whose arms extend 
In ample breadth, thy cattle to defend, 
Or solitary grove, or gloomy glade. 
To shield them with Us venerable shade. 
Once more to watering lead ; and feed again 
When the low sun is sinking to the main. 
When rising Cynthia sheds her silver dews. 
And the cool evening-breeze the meads renews, 
When linnets fill the woods with tuneful sound. 
And hollow shores the halcyon's voice rebound« 

Why should my Muse enmlgeon Libyan swaina. 
Their scatter'd cottages, and ample plains. 
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Where oft the flocks without a leader etray, 1 
Or through continued deserts take their way» >- 
And, feeding, add the length of night to day ? j 
Whole months they wander, grazing as they go ; 
Nor folds nor hospitable harbour know : 
Such an extent of plains, so vast a space 
Of wilds unknown, and of untasted grass, 
Allures their eyes : the shepherd last appears, 
And with him all his patrimony bears, 
His house and household gods, his trade of war, 
His bow and quiver, and his trusty cur. 
Thus, under heavy arms, the youth of Rome 
Their long laborious marches overcome, 
Cheerly their tedious travels undergo. 
And pitch their sudden camp before the foe. 

Not 80 the Scythian shepherd tends his fold, 
Nor he who bears in Thrace the bitter cold, 
Nor he who treads the bleak Mceotian strand. 
Or where proud Ister rolls his yellow sand. 
Early they stall their flocks and herds ; for there 
No grass the fields, no leaves the forests, wear : 
The frozen earthlies buried there, below 
A hilly heap, seven cubits deep in snow ; 
And all the west allies of stormy Boreas blow. 

The sun from far peeps with a sickly face. 
Too weak the clouds and mighty fogs to chase, 
When up the skies he shoots his rosy head. 
Or in the ruddy ocean seeks his bed. 
Swift rivers are with sudden ice constrained ; 
And studded wheels are on its back sustained, 
A hostry now for waggons, which before 
Tall ships of burden on its bosom bore. 
The brazen cauldrons with the frost are flaw'd ; 
The garment, stiff with ice, at hearths is thaw'd ; 
With axes first they Sleave the wine ; and thence. 
By weight, the solid portions they dispense. 
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From locks uncomb'd, and from the frozen beards 
Long icicles depend, and crackling sounds are hearcL 
Meantime perpetual sleet, and driving snow. 
Obscure the skies, and hang on herds below. 
The starving cattle perish in their stalls ; 
Huge oxen stand inclosed in wintery walls 
Of snow congeal'd ; whole herds are buried there 
Of mighty stags, and scarce their horns appear. 
The dexterous huntsman wounds not these afar 
With shafts or darts, or makes a distant war 
With dogs, or pitches toils to stop their flight. 
But close engages in unequal fight ; 
And, while tney strive in vain to make their way 
Through hills of snow, and pitifully bray. 
Assaults with dint of sword, or pointed spears. 
And homeward,on hb back, the joyful burden bears. 
The men to subterranean caves retire, 
Secure from cold, and crowd the cheerful fire ; 
With trunks of elms and oaks the hearth they load. 
Nor tempt the inclemency of heaven abroad. 
Their jovial nights in frolics and in play 
Thev pass, to drive the tedious hours away, 
And their cold stomachs with crown'd goblets 

cheer 
Of windy cyder, and of barmy beer. 
Such are the cold Rhipaean race, and such 
The savage Scythian, and unwarlike Dutch, 
Where skins of beasts the rude barbarians wear. 
The spoils of foxes, and the furry bear. 

Is wool thy care ? Let not thy cattle go 
Where bushes are, where burs and thistles grow ; 
Nor in too rank a pasture let them feed ; 
Then of the purest white select thy breed. 
Even though a snowy ram thou shalt behold. 
Prefer him not in haste for husband to thy fold : 
But search his mouth ; and, if a swarthy tongue 
Is underneath his humid palate hung, 
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Reject him, lest he darken all the flock, 

And substitute another from thy stock. 

Twas thus, with fleeces milky white, (if we 

May trust report,) Pan, god of Arcady, 

Did bribe thee, Cynthia ; nor didst thou disdain. 

When caird in woody shades, to cure a lover's pain. 

If milk be thy design, with plenteous hand 
Bring clover mass ; and from the marshy land 
Salt herbage ror the foddering rack provide. 
To fill their ba^s, and swell the milky tide. 
These raise their thirst, and to the taste restore 
The savour of the salt, on which they fed before. 

Some, when the kids their dams too deeply drain. 
With gags and muzzles their soft mouths restrain. 
Their morning milk the peasants press at night ; 
Their evening meal, before the rising light. 
To market bear ; or sparingly they steep 
With seasoning salt, and stored for winter keep. 

Nor, last, forget thy faithful dogs ; but feed 
With fattening whey the mastifTs generous breed. 
And Spartan race, who, for the fold's relief, 
Will prosecute with cries the nightly thief. 
Repulse the prowling wolf, and nold at bay 
The mountain robbers rushing to the prey. 
With cries of hounds, thou may'st pursue the fear 
Of flying hares, and chase the rallow deer. 
Rouse m>m their desert dens the bristled rage 
Of boars, and beamy stags in toils engage. 

With smoke of burning cedars scent thy walls. 
And fume with stinking galbanum thy stalls, 
With that rank odour from thy dwelling-place 
To drive the viper's brood, and all the venom'd 

race: 
For often, under stalls unmoved, they lie. 
Obscure in shades, and shunning heaven's broad eye : 
And snakes, familiar, to the hearth succeed, 

their eggs, and near the chimney breed— 
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Whether to roofy houses they repair^ 
Or sun themselves abroad in open aur, 
In all abodes, of pestilential kind 
To sheep and oxen, and the painful hind. 
Take, shepherd, take a plant of stubborn oak. 
And labour him with many a sturdy, stroke. 
Or with hard stones demolish fVom afar 
His haughty crest, the seat of all the war ; 
Invade bis hissinff throat, and winding spires ; 
Till, stretched in length, the unfolded foe retires* 
He drags his tail, and for his head provides* ^ 
And in some seeret cranny slowly glides ; f 

9ut leaves exposed to blows his back and batter'di' 

sides. J 

In fair Calabria's woods a snake is bred. 
With culling crest, and with advancing head : 
Waving he rolls, and makes a winding track ; 
His belly spotted, bumish'd is his baCK. 
While springs are broken, while the southern air 
And dropping heavens the moisten'd earth repair, 
He lives on standing lakes and trembling bogs. 
And fills his maw with fish, or with loquadous 

frogs: 
But when, in muddy pools* the water sinks. 
And the dbapt earth is furrow'd o'er with chinks^ 
He leaves the fens* and leaps upon the ground* 
And, hissing, rolls his glaring eyes around. 
With thirst.infiamed* impatient of the heats* 
He rages in the fields* and wide destruction threats. 
Oh ! let not sleep thy closing eyes invade 
In open plains, or in the secret shade, 
When he, renew'd in all the speckled pride 
Of pompous youth, has cast his slough aside. 
And in nis summer livery rolls along, 
Krect, and brandishing his forky tongue. 
Leaving his nest* and liis imperfect young* 
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Atl^^ thougfatlen of his eggs, forgets to rear 
The hopes of poison for the following year* 

The causes and the signs shall next be told» 
Of every sickness that infects the fold. 
A soabby tetter on their pelts will stick. 
When the raw rain has pierced them to the quicks 
(^ searching frosts have eaten through the slan. 
Or burning iddes are lodged within ; 
Or, when uie fleece is shorn, if sweat remains 
Unwashed, and soaks into their empty veins ; 
When their defenceless limbs the brambles teari 
Short of their wool, and naked from the shear* 
Good shepherds, after shearing, drench their sheep : 1 
And their flock's father (forced from high to leap) v 
SwiAis down the stream, and plunges in the deep. } 
They oint their naked limbs with mothered oil ; 
Or, from the founts where living sulphurs boil. 
They mix a medicine to foment their limbs, 
Wim scum that on the molten silver swims ; 
Fat pitch, and black bitumen, add to these, 
Besiaes the waxen labour of the bees. 
And hellebore, and squills deep-rooted in the seas. 
Receipts abound ; but, searching all thy store. 
Hie best is still at hand, to lance the sore, 
And cut the head ; for, till the core be found, 
The secret vice is fed, and gathers ground, 
While^making fruitless moan, theshepherd stands, \ 
And, when the landng-knife requires his hands, > 
Vain help, with idle prayers, from heaven demands. J 
Deep in their bones when fevers fix their seat. 
And rack their limbs, and lick the vital heat, 
The ready cure to cool the raging pain 
Is underneath the foot to breathe a vein. 
This remedy the Scythian shepherds found i 
The inhabitants of* Thracia's hilly ground, 
And Gelons, use it, when for drink and food 
They mix their cruddled milk with horses' blood. 
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But, where thou seest a single sheep remaiii 
In shades aloof, or couch'd upon the plain, 
Or listlessly to crop the tender grass. 
Or late to lag behind with truant pace ; 
Revenge the crime, and take the traitor's head, 
Ere in the fieiultless flock the dire contagion spread. 

On winter seas we fewer storms behdd. 
Than foul diseases that infect the fold. 
Nor do those ills on single bodies prey, . *> 

But oftener bring the nation to decay, > 

Andsweepthepresentstockandfuturehopeaway. J 

A dire example of this truth appears, 
When, after such a length of roUmg years. 
We see the naked Alps, and thin remains 
Of scatter'd cots, and yet unpeopled plains. 
Once fiird with grazing flocks, the shepherds' hap* 
py reigns. 

Here, from the vicious air, and sickly skies^ 
A plague did on the dumb creation rise : 
During the autumnal heats the infection grew. 
Tame cattle and the beasts of nature slew. 
Poisoning the standing lakes, and pools impure ; 
Nor was the foodful grass in fields secure. 
Strange death ! for, when the thirsty fire had drunk 
Their vital blood, and the dry nerves were shrunk. 
When the contracted limbs were cramp'd, even then 
A waterish humour swell'd and oozed again. 
Converting into bane the kindly juice, 
Ordain'd by Nature for a better use. 
The victim ox, that was for altars presto 
Trimm'd with white ribbons, and with garlands 

drest, 
Sunk of himself, without the god's command. 
Preventing the slow sacrificer's hand. 
Or, by the holy butcher if he fell. 
The inspected entrails could no fates foretell ; 
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Nor, laid on altars, did pure flames arise ; 
But clouds of smouldering smoke forbade the sacri- 
fice. 
Scarcely the knife was redden'd with his gore^ 
Or the black poison 8tain*d the sandy floor. 
The thriven calves in meads their food forsake, 
And render their sweet souls before the plenteous 

rack. 
The fawning dog runs mad ; the wheezing swine 
With coughs is choked, and labours from the chine : 
The victor horse, forgetful of his food. 
The palm renounces, and abhors the flood. 
He paws the ground ; and on his hanging ears 
A doubtful sweat in clammy drops appears : 
Parch'd is his hide, and rugged are his hairs. 
Such are the symptoms of the young disease ; 
But, in time's process, when his pains increase, 
He rolls his mournful eyes ; he deeply groans 
With patient sobbing, and with manly moans. 
He heaves for breath ; which, from his lungs supplied] 
And fetch'd from far, distends his labourinff side. 
To his rough palate his dry tongue succeeds ; 
And ropy gore he from his nostrils bleeds. 
A drencn of wine has with success been used. 
And through a horn the generous juice infused. 
Which, timely taken, op*a his closing jaws. 
But, if too late, the patient's death did cause : 
For the too vigorous dose too fiercely wrought. 
And added fury to the strength it brought. 
Recruited into rage, he grinds his teeth 
In his own fiesh, and feeds approaching death. 
Ye ffods, to better fate good men dispose, 
And turn that impious error on our foes ! 

The steer, who to the yoke was bred to bow, 
(Studious of tillage, and the crooked plough,) 
Falls down and dies ; and, dying, spews a flood 
Of foamy madness, mix*d with clotted blood. 
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The clown, who, cursing Providence, repines, 
His mournful fellow from the team disjoins ; 
With many a ^oan forsakes his fhiitl^ care, 
And in the unfinished furrow leaves the share; 
The pining steer, no shades of lofty woods, 
Nor flowery meads can ease, nor crystal floods 
Roll'd from the rode : his flabby flanks decrease) 
His eyes are settled in a stupid peace ; 
His bulk too weighty for his thighs is grown. 
And his unwieldy neck hangs droc^pine down. 
Now what avails his well-defierving toU 
To turn the glebe, cfr smooth the rugged soil ? 
And yet he never supp'd in solemn state^ 
O^or undigested feasts did urge his fiite,) 
Nor day to night luxuriously did join. 
Nor surfeited on rich Campanian wine« 
Simple his beverage, homdy was his food. 
The wholesome herbage^ and the running flood i 
No dreadful dreams awaked him with affiright $ 
His pains by day secured his rest by night. 

"Twas then tliat buffaloes, ill-pair'd, were seen 
To draw the car of Jove^s imperial queen. 
For want of oxen ; and the labouring swain *| 
Scratched, with a rake, a furrow for his grain, > 
And cover'd with his hand the shallow seed again. 3 
He yokes himself, and up the hilly height, 
Witib his own shoulders, draws the vraggon*swei^L 

The nightly wolf, that round the enclosureprowfdf 
To leap the fence, now plots not on the fold. 
Tamed with a sharper pain. The fearful doe^ ^ 
And flying stag, amidst the greyhounds go, I 
And round the dwellings roam of man, their fiercer | 
foe. ^ 

The scaly nations of the sea profound. 
Like shipwreck'd carcases, are driven aground. 
And mighty phocas, never seen before 

In shallow streams, are stranded on the shore. 

6 
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The viper dead within her hole is found : 
Defenceless was the shelter of the ground. 
The water-snake, whom fish and paddocks fed. 
With staring scales lies poison'd in liis bed : 
To birds their native heavens oontigious prove ; 
From clouds they fall, and leave their souls above. 

Besides, to change their pasture 'tis in vain, 
Or trust to physic ; physic is their bane. 
The learned leaches in despair depart, 
And shake their heads, desponding of their art. 

Tisiphone, let loose from under ground. 
Majestically pale, now treads the round. 
Before her drives diseases and affright, 
And every moment rises to the siglit. 
Aspiring to the skies, encroaching on the Ul 
The rivers, and their banks, and hills around, 
With lowings and with dying bleats resound. 
At length, she strikes an universal blow ; 
To death at once whole herds of cattle go ; 
Sheep, oxen, horses, fall ; and heap*d on high, 
The differing species in confusion lie. 
Till, wani*d by frequent ills, the way they found 
To lodge their loathsome carrioii under ground : 
For useless to the currier were their liides ; 
Nor could their tainted ficsh with ocean tides 
Be freed from filth ; nor could Vulcaniaii flame 
The atench abolisli, or the stivour tame. 
Nor safely could they shear their fleecy store, 
(Made drunk with poisonous juice, and stiff with 

gore,) 
Or touch the web : but, if the vest they wear. 
Red blisters rising on their paps appear, 
And flaming carbuncles, and noisome sweat. 
And clammy dews, that loathsome lice beget ; 
Till the slow-creeping evil eats his way, 
Consumes the parching limbs, and makes the life 

his prey. 
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Virgil has iahn care io raise the ntbfect of each Oeorgic. In ih§ 
firsU he has only dead matter on which to work* In the eecondf 
hejfut steps on the world of life, and describee that degree qfii 
which is to be ftmnd in vegetablee. In the thirds he advances io 
animals : and$ in the last^ he singles out the liee, which may be 
reckoned the moit eagadous of t Mm, for hie eubjeet. 

In this Georgic, he ehews us what etation is most proper Jbr the 
bees, and when they begin to gather honey ; how to call them 
home when they swarm ; and how to part them when they are «!•• 
gaged in battle* From hence he takes occasion to discover their 
different kinds / and, after an excursion^ relates their prudent and 
pdilic administration of affairs, and the several diseases thai of^ 
ten rage in their hives, with the proper symptoms and remedies 
qfeach disease* In the last place, he lays down a method of re* 
pairing their kind^ supposing their whole breed tost / and gieee 
at large the history fyUs invention. 



Phe gifls of heaven my following song pursues. 
Aerial honey, and ambrosial dews. 
Maecenas, read this other part, that sings 
Embattled squadrons, and adventurous kings 
A mighty pomp, though made of little things. 
Their arms, their arts, their marmers, I disclose, 
* V they war, and whence the people rose. 
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Slight is the subject^ but the praise not smaU, 
If heaven assist, and Phcebiis hear my call. 

First, for thy bees a quiet station find, 
And lodge them luider covert of the wind, 
(For winds, when homeward they return, will drive 
The loaded carriers from their evening hive,) 
Far from the cows* and goats* itisulting crew. 
That trample down the flowers, and brush the dew. 
The painted lizard, and the birds of prey. 
Foes of the frugal kind, be far away — 
The titmouse, and the pecker's hungry broody 
And I'roene, with her bosom stain*a in blood : 
These rob the trading citizens, and bear 1 

The trembling captives through the liquid air, v 
And for their callow young a cruel feast prepare. } 
But near a living stream their mansion place, 
Edged round with moss, and tufls of matted grass : 
And plant (the winds* impetuous rage to stop) 
Wild olive trees, or palms, before the busy snop ; 
That, when the youthful prince,^ with proud alarm, 
Calls out the venturous colony to swarm — 
When first theirway through yielding air they wing. 
New to the pleasures of their native spring — 
The banks of brooks may make a cool retreat 
For the raw soldiers from the scalding heat, 
And neighbouring trees with friendly shade invite 
The troops, unused to long laborious flight. 
Then o'er the running stream, or standing lake, 
A passage for thy weary people make ; 
With osier floats the standing water strow ; 
Of massy stones make bridges, if it flow ; 
That basking in the sun thy bees may lie. 
And, resting there, their flaggy pinions dry, 
When, late returning home, the laden host 
By raging winds is wreck*d upon the coast. 

• Note I. 
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Wild thyme and savory set around thdtr oell» 
Sweet to the taste, and fragrant to the smell : 
Set rows of rosemary with flowering stem. 
And let the purple violets drink the stream. 

Whether thou build the palace of thy bees 
With twisted osiers, or with barks of trees. 
Make but a narrow mouth : for, as the ccdd 
Congeals into a lump the liquid gold. 
So 'tis again dissolved by summer's heat. 
And the sweet labours both extremes defeat. 
And therefore, not in vain, the industrious kind 
With dauby wax and flowers the chinks have lined. 
And, with their stores of gather'd glue, contrive 
To stop the v^its and crannies of uieir hive. 
Not birdlime, or Idasan pitch, produce 
A more tenacious mass of clammy juice. 

Nor bees are lodged in hives alone, but found 
In chambers of their own beneath the ground ; 
Their vaulted roofs are hung in pumices, 
And in the rotten trunks of hollow trees. 

But plaster thou the chinky hives with day. 
And l^fy branches o'er their lodgings lay : 
Nor place them where too deep a water flows, 
Or where the yew, their pois'nous neighbour,| 

grows; 
Nor roast red crabs, to ofiend the niceness of their ^ 

nose; 
Nor near the steaming stench of muddy ground ; 
Nor hollow rocks that render back the sound, 
And doubled images of voice rebound. 

For what remains, when golden suns appear. 
And under earth have driven the winter year. 
The winged nation wanders through the skies. 
And o'er the plains and shady forest flies ; 
Then, stooping on the meads and leafy bowers. 
They skim the floods, and sip the purple flowers. 
Exalted hence, and drunk with secret joy. 
Their young succession all their cares employ : 
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ThcT breeds they broody instruct and educate. 
And make provision for the future state ; 
IW work their waxen lodgings in their hives, 
Andf labour honey to sustain their lives. 
But when thou seest a swarming cloud arise, 
That sweeps aloft, and darkens all the skies, 
The motions of their hasty flight attend ; 
And know, to floods or woods, their airy march they 

bend. 
Then melfoil beat, and honey-suckles pound ; n 
With these alluring savours strew the ground ; / 
And mix with tinkling brass the cymbal's droning i 
sound. ' 

Straight to their ancient cells, recalled from air. 
The reconciled deserters will repair. 
But, if intestine broils alarm the hive, 
(For two pretenders oft for empire strive,) 
The vulgar in divided factions jar ; 
And murmuring sounds proclaim the dvil war. 
Inflamed with ire, and trembling with disdain. 
Scarce can their limbs their mighty souls contain. 
With shouts, the coward's courage they excite. 
And martial clangors call them out to flght ; 
With hoarse alarms the hollow camp rebounds. 
That imitate the trumpet's angry sounds ; 
Then to their common standara they repair ; 
The nimble horsemen scour the fields of air ; 
In form of battle drawn, they issue forth. 
And every knight is proud to prove his worth. 
Prest for their country's honour, and their king's, 
Qntheir sharp beaks they whet their pointed stings, 
And exercise their arms, and tremble with their | 

wings. 
Full in the midst the haughty monarchs ride ; ^ 
The trusty guards come up, and xylose the side ; > 
With shouts the daring foe to battle is defied. } 
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Thus, in the season of unclouded spring. 
To war they follow their undaunted king, 
Crowd through their gates, and, in the fields of light 
The shocking squadrons meet in mortal fight. 
Headlong they fall from highland, wounded, wound 
And heaps of slaughtered soldiers bite the ground. 
Hard hailstones lie not thicker on the plain. 
Nor shaken oaks such showers of acorns rain. 
With gorgeous wings, the marks of sovereign sway 
The two contending princes make their way ; 
Intrepid through the midst of danger go. 
Their friends encourage, and amaze the foe. 
With mighty souls in narrow bodies prest. 
They chiulenge, and encounter breast to breast ; 
So nx'd on fame, unknowing how to fly, 
And obstinately bent to win or die. 
That long the doubtful combat they maintain, 
Till one prevails — for one can only reign. 
Yet all these dreadful deeds, this deadly fray, 
A cast of scattered dust will soon allay, 
And undecided leave the fortune of the day. 
When both the chiefs are sunder'd from the fight 
Then to the lawful king restore his right ; 
And let the wasteful prodigal be slain, 
That he, who best deserves, alone may reign. 
With ease distinguished is the regal race : 
One monarch wears an honest open face ; 
Shaped to his size, and godlike to behold. 
His royal body shines with specks of gold. 
And ruddy scales ; for empire he designed. 
Is better bom, and of a nobler kind. 
That other looks like nature in disgrace : 
Gaunt are his sides, and sullen is his face ; 
And like their grisly prince appear hisgloomy race. 
Grim, ghastly, rugged, like a thirsty train 
That long have travell'd through a desert plain. 
And spit from their dry chaps the gathered dust 
again. 




OEORGICS^ IV. 108 

The better broodt unlike the bastard crew, 
Are mark*d with royal streaks of shining hue ; 
Glittering and ardent, though in body less : 
From these, at pointed seasons, hope to press 
Huge heavy honeycombs, of golden juice, 
Not only sweet, but pure, and fit for use. 
To allay the strength and hardness of the wine, 
And with old Bacchus new metheglin join. 

But, when the swarms are eager of their play. 
And loath their empty hives, and idly stray, 
Restrain the wanton fugitives, and take 
A timely care to bring the truants back. 
The task is easv — ^but to clip the wings 
Of their high*flying arbitrary kings. 
At their command, the people swarm away : 
Confine the tvrant, and the slaves will stay. 

Sweet gardens, full of sa£Pron flowers, invite 
The wandering gluttons, and retard their flight— 
Besides the god obscene, who frights away. 
With his lath sword, the thieves and birds of prey. 
With his own hand, the guardian of the bees. 
For slips of pines may search the mountain trees* 
And with wild thyme and savory plant the plain. 
Till his hard horny fingers ache with pain ; 
And deck with fruitful trees the fields around. 
And with refreshing waters drench the ground. 

Now, did I not so near my labours end, 
Strike sail, and hastening to the harbour tend, • 
My song to flowery gardens might extendi— 
To teach the vegetable arts, to sing 
The Po^tan roses, and their double spring ; 
How succory drinks the running streams, and how 
Green beds of parsley near the river grow ; 
How cucumbers along the surface creep, 
With crooked bodies, and with bellies deep-^ 
The late narcissus, and the winding truil 
Of bear's-foot, myrtles green, and ivy pale : 
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For, where with stately towers Tarcntum stands, 
And deep Galsesus soaks the yellow sands, 
I chancea an old Corycian swain to know, 
Tjord of few acres, and those barren too, 
Unfit for sheep or vines, and more unfit to sow 
Yet, labouring well his little spot of ground. 
Some scattering pot*herbs here and there he found. 
Which, cultivated with his daily care. 
And bruised with vervain, were his frugal fare. 
Sometimes white lillies did their leaves afford. 
With wholesome poppy-flowers, to mend his home- 
ly board ; 
For, late returning home, he su))p'd at ease, 
And wisely deem'd the wealth of monarchs less ; 
The little of his own, because his own, did please. 
To quit his care, he gathered, first of all. 
In spring the roses, apples in the fall ; 
And, when cold winter split the rocks in twain, 
And ice the running rivers did restrain. 
He stripp*d the bear*s-foot of its leafy growth. 
And, calling western winds, accused the spring of 

sloth. 
He therefore first among the swains was found 
To reap the product of his labour'd ground, 
Andsqucezethecombs with golden liouorcrown* 
His limes were first in flowers ; his lofty pines. 
With friendly shade, secured his tender vines. 
For every bloom his trees in spring afford. 
An autumn apple was by tale restored. 
He knew to rank his elms in even rows. 
For fruit the grafted pear-tree to dispose. 
And tame to plums the souniess of the sloes. 
With spreading planes he made a cool retreat. 
To shade good fellows from the summer's heat. 
])ut, straiten'd in my space, I must forsake 
This task, for others afterwards to take. 

Describe We next the nature of the bees, 
1)cstow*d by Jove for secret services. 
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Wheikt by the tinkling sound of timbrels led. 
The king of heaven in Cretan caves they fed. 
Of all the race of animals, alone 
The bees have common cities of their own. 
And oommon sons ; beneath one law they live. 
And with one common stock their traffic drive. 
Eich has a cert^n home, a several stall ; 
All is the state's, the state provides for all. 
Mindful of coming cold, they share the pain. 
And hoard, for wmter's use, the summer's gain. 
Some o*er the public magazines preside, 
And some are sent new forage to provide ; 
These drudge in fields abroad, and those at home*! 
Lav deep foundations for the laboured comb, ^ 
With dew, narcissus-loaves, and clammy gum. } 
To pitch the waxen flooring some contrive ; 
Some nurse the future nation of the hive ; 
Sweet honey some condense; some purge the grout; 
The restt in cells apart, the liquid nectar shut : 
All, with united force, combine to drive 
The laey drcmes from the laborious hive : 
With envy stung, they view each other's deeds ; 
With diligence tne fragrant work proceeds. 
As, when the Cyclops, at the almighty nod. 
New thunder hasten for their angry god. 
Subdued in fire the stubbdrn metal lies ; 
One brawny smith the puffing bellows plies. 
And draws and blows reciprocating air : 
Others to quench the hissing mass prepare ; 
With lifled arms they order every blow, 
And chime their soundinc; hammers in a row 
With labour'd anvils ^tna groans below. 
Strongly they strike ; huge flukes of fiames expire ; 
With tongs they turn the steel, and vex it in the fire. 
If little things with great we may compare, 
Such arc the bees, and such their busy c:ire ; 
Studious of honey, each in his degree, 
The youthful swain, the grave experienced bco — 
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That in the field ; this, in affairs of state 
Employed at home, abides within the gate. 
To fortify the combs, to build the walJ^ 
To prop the ruins, lest the fabric fall : 
But, late at night, with weary pinions come 
The labouring youth, and hea\7^ laden, home. 
Plains, meads, and orchards, all the day he plies ; 
The gleans of yellow thyme distend his thighs : 
He spoils the saffron flowers ; he sips the Idues 
Of violets, wilding blooms, and willow dews. 
Their toil is common, common is their sleep ; 
They shake their wings when mom begins to peep, 
Rush through the city-gates without delay. 
Nor ends their work but with declining day. 
Then, having spent the last remains of light, 
They give their bodies due repose at night. 
When hollow murmurs of their evening bells 
Dismiss the sleepy swains, and toll them totheir cells. 
When once in beds their weary limbs they steep. 
No buzzing sounds disturb their golden deep : 
'Tis sacred silence all. Nor dare they stray. 
When rain is promised, or a stormy day ; 
But near the city walls their watering take. 
Nor forage far, but short excursions make. 

And as, when empty barks on billows float. 
With sandy ballast sailors trim the boat ; 
So bees bear gravel-stones, whose poising weight 
Steers through thewhistlingwindstheirsteadyflight 

But (what's more strange) their modest appetites. 
Averse from Venus, fly the nuptial rites. 
No lust enervates their heroic mind. 
Nor wastes their strength on wanton womankind ; 
But in their mouths reside their genial powers ; 
They gather children from the leaves and flowers. 
Thus make they kings to fill the regal seat. 
And thus their little citizens create, 
And waxen cities build, the palaces of state. 
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And oft on focks their tender wings they tear^ 
And sink beneath the burdens which they bear : 
Such rage of honey in their bosoms beats. 
And such a zeal they have for flowery sweets. 

Thus though* the race of life they quickly run. 
Which in the space of seven short years is done. 
The immortal line in sure succession reigns ; ^ 
The fortune of the family remains, • y 

And grandsires' grandsiresf the long list contains, f 

Besides, not lligypt, India, Media, more. 
With servile awe, their idol king adore : 
While he survives, in concord and content 
The commons live, by no divisions rent ; 
But the great monarch's death dissolves the go^* 

vemment. 

All goes to ruin ; they themselves contrive 
To rob the honey, and subvert the hive. 
The king presides, his subjects' toil surveys. 
The servile rout their careful Caasar praise : 
Him they extol ; they worship him alone ; 
They crowd his levees, and support his throne : 
They raise him on their shoulders with a shout ; 
And» when their sovereign's quarrel calls them out. 
His foes to mortal combat they defy. 
And think it honour at his feet to die. 

Induced by such examples, some have taught. 
That bees have portions of ethereal thought- 
Endued with particles of heavenly fires ; 
For Grod the whole created mass inspires. 



• Dr Carey reads^ " through the race of life they quickly run/* 
nd has altered the punctuation to the senee thus convened ; but 
I retain the reading of the first edition-^^t^A— which is clearly 
the meaning of Virgil. The original is as follows : 

JSrgo iptai quaniviM aiiffusti terminus cn'i 
Exclplat^ neque enim plus srptima ducltur (rstasy 
At gmus imfttortalc maueU &c. 

t The first edition has grandsons. 



I 



108 OEORGICBi IV. 

Through heaven, and earth, and ooean'8 depth, be 

throw$ 
His influence round, and kindles as he goes. 
Hence flocks, and herds, and men, and beasts, and 

fowls, 
With breath are quicken'd, and attract their souk ; 
Hence take the forms his prescience did ordain. 
And into him at length resolve again. 
Ko room is left for death : they mount the sky. 
And to their own congenial planets fly. 

Now,when thou hast decreed to seize their stores, 
And by prerogative to break their doors. 
With sprinkl^ water first the dty choke. 
And then pursue the citizens with smoke. 
Two honey-harvests fall in every year : 
First, when the pleasing Pleiades appear. 
And, springing upward, spurn the bnny seas : 
Again, when their afinghted choir survevs 
The watery Scorpion mend his pace behmd, 1 
With a black tram of storms, and winter wind, > 
They plungeintothedeep,and safe protection find. } 
Prone to revenge, the bees, a wrathful race. 
When once provoked, assault the aggressoi^s &ce, 
And through the purple veins a passage find ; 
There fix their stings, and leave tiieir souls behind. 

But, if a pinching winter thou foresee. 
And would'st preserve thy famish'd fiimily ; 
With framrant thyme the city fumigate, 
And breuc the waxen walls to save the state. 
For lurking lizards often lodge, by stealth. 
Within the suburbs, and purloin their wealth ; 
And worms, that shun the light,* a dark retreat 
Have found in combs, and undermined the seat ; 



* By the list of erraia to the first edition, we are directed to 
read, " lizards shunning light ;" but as lizards had been mention- 
ed in tlie preceding couplet, the correction itself teems erroneous. 
I follow Dr Carey in rejecting it. 
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* 

Or lasy drones, without their &hare of pain. 

In winter- quarters free, devour the gam ; 

Or wasps infest the camp with loud alarms, 

And mix in battle with unequal arms ; 

Or secret moths are there in silence fed ; 

Or spiders in the vault their snary webs liave spread. 

Toe more oppressed by foes, or famine-pined, 
The more increase thy care to save the sinkmg kind: 
With greens and flowers recruit their empty hives, 
And seek fresh forage to sustain their lives* 

But^ since they share with man one common fate, 
In health and sickness, mH in turns of state,— > 
Observe the symptoms. When they fall away, 
And languish with insensible decay. 
They change their hue; with hagard eyes they 

stare; 
Lean are their looks, and shagged is their hair : 
And crowds of dead, that never must return ^ 
To their loved hives, in decent pomp are borne : I 
Their friends attend the hearse ; the next relations i" 
mourn. ^ 

The sick, for air, before the portal gasp. 
Their fteble legs within each other dasp^ 
Or idle in their empty hives remain. 
Benumbed with cold, and listless of their gain. 
Soft whispers then, and broken sounds are heard. 
As when the woods by gentle winds are stirr*d ; 
Such stifled noise as the close furnace hides, 
Or dying murmurs of departed tides. 
This when thou seest, ffolbanean odours use. 
And honey in the sickly hive infuse. 
Through reeden pipes convey the golden flood. 
To invite the people to their wonted food. 
Mix it with tbickcn*d juice of sodden wines. 
And raisins from the grupcs of Psythian vines : 
To these add pounded gulls, and roses dry, 
And with Cecropian thy roe, strong-scented centaury. 
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A flower there is, that grows in meadow^ground, 
Amellus call'd, and easy to be found ; 
For, from one root, the rising stem bestows 
A wood of leaves, and violet-purple boughs : 
The flower itself is glorious to behold. 
And shines on altars like refulgent gold- 
Sharp to the taste — ^by shepherds near the stream 
Of Mella found ; and thence they gave the name. 
Boil this restoring root in generous wine. 
And set beside the door, the sickly stock to dine. 
But, if the labouring kind be wholly lost. 
And not to be retrieved with care or cost ; 
'Tis time to touch the precepts of an art. 
The Arcadian master did of old impart ; 
And how he stock'd his empty hives again, 
Renew'd with putrid gore of oxen slain. 
An ancient legend I prepare to sing, 
And upward rollow Fame's immortal spring : — 

For, where with seven-fold horns mvsterious Nile 
durrounds the skirts of Egypt's fruitful isle. 
And where in pomp the sun-burnt people ride. 
On painted barges, o'er the teeming tide. 
Which, pouring down from Ethiopian lands. 
Makes green the soil with slime, and black prolific 

sands — 
That length of region, and large tract of ground. 
In this one art a sure relief have found. 
First, in a place by nature dose, they build 
A narrow flooring, gutter'd, wall'd, and tiled. 
In this, four windows are contrived, that strike 
To the four winds opposed, their beams oblique. 
A steer of two years old they take, whose h^d 
Now first with burnish'd horns begins to spread : 
They stop his nostrils, while he strives in vain 
To breathe free air, and struggles with his pain. 
Knock'd down, he dies : his bowels bruised within. 
Betray no wound on his unbroken skin. 
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Extended thus, in this obscene abode 

They leave tlie beast ; but first sweet flowers are 

strow'd 
Beneath his body, broken boughs and thyme. 
And pleasing cassia just renew*d in prime. 
This must be done, ere spring makes equal day. 
When western winds on curling waters play ; 
Ere punted meads produce their flowery crops, 
Or swallows twitter on the chimney-tops. 
The tainted blood, in this close prison pent. 
Begins to boil, and through tlic bones ferment. 
Then (wonderous to behold) new creatures rise, 
A moving mass at first, and short of thighs ; 
Till, shooting out with legs, and imp'd with wings. 
The grubs proceed to bees with pointed stings ; 
And, more and more affecting air, they try 
Their tender pinions, and begin to fly : 
At length, like summer stormsfromspreudingclouds. 
That burst at once, and pour impetuous floods— 
Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows, 
When from afar they gall embattled foes — 
With such a tempest through the skies they steer, 
And such a form the winged squadrons bear. 

What god, O Muse ! this useful science taught ? 
Or by what man's experience was it brought ? 

Sad Aristwus from fair Tempo fled — 
His bees with famine or diseases dead : — 
On Penfius* banks he stood, and near his holy 

head; 

And, while his falling tears the stream supplied. 
Thus, mourning, to his mother goddess cried :— 
" Mother Cyrene ! mother, whose abode 
h in the depth of this immortal flood ! 
What boots it, that from Ph(ubus' loins I spring, 
The third, by him and thee, firom heaven's high 

king? 
! where is all thy boasted pity gone, 
And promise of the skies to thy deluded son ? 
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Why didst thou me, unhappy me, create. 
Odious to gods, and bom to bitter &te ? 
Whom scarce my sheep, and scarce my painful 

plough. 
The needful aids of human life allow : 
So wretched is thy son, so hard a mother thou ! 
Proceed, inhuman parent, in thy scorn ; 
Root up my trees ; with blights destroy my com 
My vineyards min, and my sheepfolds bum, 
Let loose thy rage ; let all thy spite be shown. 
Since thus thy hate pursues the praises of thy son " 
But, from her mossy bower below the ground, 1 
His careful mother heard the plaintive sound — >- 
Encompass'd with her sea-green sifiters round.* } 
One common work they plied ; their dista£b full 
With carded locks of blue Milesian wooL 
Spio, with Drymo brown, and Xantho fair. 
And sweet Fhyllodoce with long dishevell'd hair ; 
Cydippe with Lycorias, one a maid. 
And one that once had call'd Lucina's aid ; 
Clio and BeroS, from one father both ; 
Both girtwith gold,and clad in party-coloured doth; 
Opis the meek, and Deiopeia proud ; 
Nisasa lofty, with Ligea loud ; 
Thalia joyous, Ephyre the sad. 
And Arethusa, once Diana's maid. 
But now (her quiver left) to love betray'd. 
To these Clymene the sweet theft declares 
Of Mars ; and Vulcan's unavailing cares ; 
And all the rapes of gods, and every love. 
From ancient Chaos down to youthful Jove. 

Thus while she sings, the sisters turn the wheel. 
Empty the woolly rock, and fill the reel. 
A mournful sound again the mother hears ; 
Again the mournful sound invades the sisters' earl 
Starting at once from their green seats, they 
Fear in their heart, amazement in their eyes. 

• Note II. 
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But Arethusa, leaping from her bed, ^ 

First lifts above the waves her beauteous head, V 

And, crying from afar, thus to Cyrene said :*-^ j 

** sister, not with causeless fear possest ! 

No stranger voice disturbs thy tender breast. 

Tis Aristasus, 'tis thy darling son, 

Who to his careless mother makes his moan. 

Near his paternal stream he sadly stands, 

With downcast eyes, wet cheeks, and folded hands, 

Upbraiding heaven from whence his lineage came. 

And cruel calls the gods, and cruel thee, by name." 

Cyrene, moved with love, and seized with fear, 
Cries out, — '' Conduct my son, conduct him here : 
Tis lawful for the youth, derived from gods. 
To view the secrets of our deep abodes." 
At once she waved her hand on either sid^ ; 
At once the ranks of swelling streams divide. 
Two rising heaps of liquid crystal stand. 
And leave a space betwixt of empty sand. 
Thus safe received, the downward track he treads. 
Which to his mother's watery palace leads. 
With wondering eyes he views the secret store 
Of lakes, that, pent in hollow caverns, roar ; 
He hears the crackling soimds of coral woods. 
And sees the secret source of subterranean floods ; 
And where, distinguished in their several cells. 
The fount of Phasis, and of I^ycus, dwells ; 
Where swift Enipeus in his bed appears. 
And Tyber his majestic forehead rears ; 
Whence Anio flows, and Hypanis profound 
Breaks through theopposingrockswithragingsound; 
Where Po first issues from his dark abodes, 
And, awful in his cradle, rules the floods : 
Two golden horns on his large front he wears, 
And his grim face a bull's resetnblance bears ; 
With rapid course he seeks the sacred main. 
And fattens, as he runs, the fruitful plain. 

VOL. XIV. n 
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Now, to the court arrived, the admiring son 
Beholds the vaulted roofs of pory stone. 
Now to his mother goddess teUs his griel^ 
Which she with pity hears, and promises rdieE 
The officious nymphs, attending in a ring. 
With waters drawn from their perpetual spring. 
From earthly dregs his body purify. 
And rub his temples, with fine towels, dry ; 
Then load the tables with a liberal feast. 
And honour with full bowls their friendly guest 
The sacred altars are involved in smoke ; 
And the bright choir their kindred gods invoke. 
Two bowls uie mother fills with Lydian wine ; 1 
Then thus: *' Let these be pour*d,with rites diving v 
To the great authors of our watery line— J 

To father Ocean, this ; and this,*' she said, 
*^ Be to the nymphs his sacred sisters paid. 
Who rule the watery plains, and hold the wood« 

land shade.'' 
She sprinkled thrice, with wine, the Vestal fire ; 
Thrice to the vaulted roof the flames aspire. 
Raised with so blest an omen, she begun. 
With words, like these, to cheer her drooping son ^ 
** In the Carnathiau bottom, makes abode 
The shepherd of the seas, a prophet and a god. 
High o'er the main in watery pomp he rides. 
His azure car and finny coursers guides- 
Proteus his name. — To his Fallenian port 
I see from far the weary god resort. 
Him not alone we river gods adore. 
But aged Nereus hearkens to his lore. 
With sure foresight, and with unerring doom. 
He sees what is, and was, and is to come. 
This Neptune gave him, when he gave to keep 
His scaly flocks, that graze the watery deep. 
Implore his aid ; for Proteus only knows 
The secret cause, and cure, of all thy woes. 
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But first the wily wizard must be caught ; 
FoTp unoomtrain'di he nothing tells for nought ; 
Nor 18 wilii prayers, or bribes, or flattery bought. 
Surprise faim first, and with hard fetters bind ; 
Then all his frauds will vanish into wind. 
I will myself conduct thee on thy way : 
When next the southing sun inflames the day, 
When the dry herbage thirsts for dews in vain, 
And sheep, in shades, avoid the parching plain ; 
Then will I lead thee to his secret seat, 
When, weary with his toil, and scorch'd with heat, 
The wayward sire frequents his cool retreat. 
His eyes with heavy slumber overcast*— 
With force invade bis limbs, and bind him fast 
Thus surely bound, yet be not over bold : 
The slippery god will try to loose his hold, 
And vanous forms assume, to cheat thy sight, 
And with vain images of beasts affriffht ; 
Wilb fiiamy tusks he seems* a bristly boar. 
Or imitates the lion's angry roar ; 
Breaka out in crackling flames to shun thy snares, 
A dragon hisses, or a tiger stares ; 
Or, with a wile thy caution to betray. 
In fleeting streams attempts to slide away. 
But thou, the more he varies forms, beware 
To strain his fetters with a stricter care. 
Till, tiring all his arts, he turns again 
To his true shape, in which he first was seen.'' 

This said, with nectar she her son anoints. 
Infusing vigour through his mortal joints : 



* Dr Carey propotei to read will seem, according to the licond 
edition, and to adapt the whole sentence to that conitruction | 
but the present tense seems more poetical, as placing the ma- 
iweaTres of Proteus more vividly before Aristojus. If Dryden 
thought of adopting the future, ne did not complete his purpose* 
I have therefore foQowed the original edition* 
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Down from his head the liquid odoun ran : 
He breathed of heaven, and looked above a man. 

Within a mountain's hoUow womb, there fies 
A large recess, conceal'd from human eyes. 
Where heaps of billows, driven by wind and tide»l 
In form of war, their watery ranks divide^ f 

And there, like Gentries set, without the mouth i 
abide: . j 

A station safe for ships, when tempests roar, 
A silent harbour, and a covered shore. 
Secure within resides the various god. 
And draws a rock upon his dark abode. 
Hither with silent steps, secure from sight, x 
The goddess guides her son, and turns him from^ 
the Ught : I 

Herself, involved in clouds, precipitates her flight.^ 

'Twas noon ; the sultry Dog-star from the sky 
Scorch'd Indian swains ; the rivell'd grass was diy 
The sun with flaming arrows pierced the flood. 
And, darting to the bottom, baked the mud ; 
When weary Proteus, from the briny waves. 
Retired for shelter to his wonted caves. 
His finny flocks about their shepherd play. 
And, rolling round him, spirt the bitter sea. 
Unwieldily they wallow first in ooze. 
Then in the shady covert seek repose. 
Himself, their herdsman, on the middle mounts 
Takes of his muster'd flocks a just account. 
So, seated on a rock, a shepherd's groom 
Surveys his evening flocks returning home. 
When lowing calves and bleating lambs, from fai 
Provoke the prowling wolf to nightly war. 
The occasion offers, and the youth complies : 
For scarce the weary god had closed his eyes. 
When, rushing on with shouts, he binds in chain 
The drowzy prophet, and his limbs constrains. 
He, not unmmdful of his usual art. 
First in dissembled fire attempts to part : 
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Then roaring beasts, and running streams, he tries, 
And wearies all his miracles of lies : 
But, having shifted every form to 'scape. 
Convinced of conquest, he resumed his shape. 
And thus, at length, in human accent spoke :— - 
"Audacious youth ! what madness could provoke 
A mortal man to invade a sleeping god ? 
What business brought thee to my dark abode ?'* 
To this, the audacious youth : — *' Thou know'st 
full well 
My name and business, god ; nor need I tell. 
No man can Proteus cheat : but, Proteus, leave 
Tbv fraudful arts, and do not thou deceive. 
Fcnlowing the gods' command, I come to implore 
Thy help, my perish'd people to restore." 
The seer, who could not yet his wrath assuage, 
Roird his green eyes, that sparkled with his rage. 
And gnash'd his teeth, and cried, — '^ No vulgar god 
Pursues thy crimes, nor with a common rod. 
Thy great misdeeds have met a due reward ; 
And Orpheus* dying prayers at length are heard.* 
For crimes, not his, the lover lost his life. 
And at thy hands requires his miirder'd wife : 
Nor (if the Fates assist not) canst thou 'scape 
The just revenge of that intended rape. 
To shun thy lawless lust, the dying bride. 
Unwary, took along the river's side. 
Nor at her heels perceived the deadly snake. 
That kept the bank, in covert of the brake. 
But aU her fellow nymphs the mountains tear 
With loud laments, and break the yielding air : 
The realms of Mars remurmur all around. 
And echoes to the Athenian shores rebound. 
The unhappy husband, husband now no more. 
Did on his tuneful harp his loss deplore. 
And sought his mourniul mind with music to re- 
store. 

• Note III. 



118 GEOEGICS, IV. 

On thee», dear wife, in deserts all alone, ^ 

He caird, sigh*d, sung : his griefs with day begun^ > 
Nor were they -finished with the setting sun. | 
Even to the dark dominions of the night 
He took his way, through forests void of light. 
And dared amidst the trembling ghosts to sing. 
And stood before the inexorable king. 
The infernal troops like passing shadows glide. 
And, listening, crowd the sweet musician's side- 
Not flocks of birds, when driven by storms or night, 
Stretch to the forest with so thick a flight-— 
Men, matrons, children, and the unmarried maid. 
The mighty hero's more majestic shade,^ 
And youths, on funeral piles before their parents 

laid. 

All these Cocytus bounds with squalid reeds. 
With muddy ditches, and with deadly weeds ; 
And baleful Styx encompasses around, 
With nine slow circling streams, the unhappgf 

ground. ' 
Even from the depths of hell the damn'd advanoei 
The infernal mansions, nodding, seem to dance ; 
The gaping three-mouth'd dog forgets to snarl ; 
The Furies hearken, and their snakes uncurl ; 
Ixion seems no more his pain to feel, 
Sut leans attentive on his standing wheel. 
All dangers past, at length the lovely bride 
In safety goes, with her melodious guide. 
Longing the common light again to share. 
And draw the vital breath of upper air — 
He first ; and close behind him follow'd she ; 
For such was Proserpine's severe decree — 
When strong desires the impatient youth invade. 
By little caution and much love betray'd : 



* This whole line is taken from the Marquis of Normanby 
translation.— Dryden. 



GEORGICS, IV. 119 

A bolt, which easy pardon might receive, 
Wete lovers judges, or could hell forgive : 
FoTi near the confines of ethereal light, 
And lon^ng for the glimmering of a sight, 
The unwary lover cast his eyes t)ehind, 
Foi]|B;etful of the law, nor master of his mind. 
Straiffht all his hopes exhaled in empty smoke, 
And Ilia long toils were forfeit for a look. 
Three flashes of blue lightning gave the sign 
Of covenants broke ; three peals of thunder join. 
Then thus the bride :— * What fury seized on thee. 
Unhappy man ! to lose thyself and me ? 
Ora^g'd back again by cruel destinies, 
. An iron slumber shuts my swimming eyes. 
And now, farewell ! Involved in shades of night, 
For ever I am ravish'd from thy sight 
In vain I reach my feeble hands, to join 
In sweet embraces-*-ah ! no longer thine !' 
She said ; and from his eyes the fleeting fair 
Betired like subtile smoke dissolved in air. 
And left her hopeless lover in despair. 
In vain, with folding arms, the youth essay'd 
To stop her flight, and strain the flying shade : 
He prays, he raves, all means in vam he tries, '\ 
With ra^e inflamed, astonish'd with surprise ; y 
But she retum'd no more, to bless his longing eyes. I 
Nor would the infernal ferry-man once more 
Be bribed to waft him to the farther shore. 
What should he do, who twice had lost his love ? 
What notes invent ? what new petitions move ? 
Her soul ahreadv was consign'd to Fate, 
And shivering m the leaky sculler sate. 
For seven continued months, if Fame say true. 
The wretched swain his sorrows did renew : 
Bv Strymon's freezing streams he sate alone : 
The rocks were moved to pity with his moan : 
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Trees bent their heads to hear him sing his wrongs : 
Fierce tigers couch'd around, and loU'd their Own- 
ing tongues. 
So, close in poplar shades, her children gone, 
The mother nightingale laments alone. 
Whose nest somepryingchurlhadfound,and thence. 
By stealth, convey'd the unfeather'd innocence. 
But she supplies the night with mournful strains ; 
And melancholy music fills the plains. 
Sad Orpheus thus his tedious hours employs^ 
Averse from Venus, and from nuptial joys. 
Alone he tempts the frozen floods, alone 
The unhappy climes, where spring was never known : 
He moum'd his wretched wife, in vain restored, 
And Pluto's unavailing boon deplored. 
The Thracian matrons — who the youth accused 
Of love disdain'd, and marriage rites refused— 
With furies and nocturnal orgies fired. 
At length against his sacred life conspired. 
Whom even the savage beasts had spared, they kiU*d, 
And strew'd his mangled limbs about the field. 
Then, when his head, from his fair shoulders torn, 
Wash'd by the wat^-^j, was on Hebrus borne, 
Kven then his trembling tongueinvokedhis bride; \ 
With his last voice, * Eurydice/ he cried. > 

* Eury dice,' the rocks and river-banks replied.'* 3 

This answer Proteus gave; nor more he said, 
But in the billows plunged his hoary head ; 
And, where he leap'd, the waves in circles widely 
spread. 

The nymph retum'd, her drooping son to cheer. 
And bade him banish his superfluous fear : 
" For now," said she, " the cause is known, from 

whence 
Thy woe succeeded, and for what offence. 
The nymphs, companions of the unhappv maid, 
This punishment upon thy crimes have laid ; 
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And sent a plague among thy thriving bees.— 
With vows ana suppliant prayers their powers ap- 
pease : 
The son; Napcean race will soon repent* 
Their anger, and remit the punishment 
The secret in an easy method lies ; 
Select four brawny bulls for sacrifice. 
Which on Lycaeus graze without a guide ; 
Add four fair heifers yet in yoke untried. 
For these, four altars in their temple rear, 
And then adore the woodland powers with prayer. 
From the slain victims pour the streaming blood, 
And leave their bodies in the shady wood : 
Nine mornings thence, Lethasan poppy bring. 
To appease the manes of the poets* f icing : 
And, to propitiate his offended bride, 
A fatted calf and a black ewe provide : 
This finished, to the former woods repair." 
His mother's precepts he performs with care ; 
The temple visits, and adores with prayer ; 
Four altars raises ; from his herd he culls. 
For slaughter, four the fairest of his bulls : 
Four heifers from his female store he took. 
All &ir, and all unknowing of the yoke. 
Nine mornings thence, with sacrifice and prayers. 
The powers atoned, he to the grove repairs. 
Behold a prodigy ! for, from within 
The broken bowels, and the bloated skin, 
A buzzing noise of bees his ears alarms : 
Straight issue through the sides assembling swarms. 



• Dr Carey reads rcknt ; but repent is here used in a well 
known scriptural sense ; not as expressing remorse, but simple 
pity. 

t Poei-'king, in Dr Carey's edition : but the original edition 
reads as above. 
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Dark as a cloud, the^r make a wheeling flk^t. 
Then on a neighbouring tree, descending, nght : 
Like a large cluster of black grapes they show. 
And make a large dependance from the bough. 

Thus have I sung of fields, and floeks, and tree 
And of the waxen work of labouring bees ; 
While mighty Oesar, thundering from a&r. 
Seeks on Euphrates' banks the spoils of war ; 
With conquering arts asserts his country's causes 
With arts of peace the willing people draws ; 
On the glad earth the golden age renews. 
And his great father's path to heaven pursues ; 
While I at Naples pass my peaceful days. 
Affecting studies ot less noisy praise ; 
And, bdid through youth, beneath the beeche 

shade. 
The lays of shepherds, and their loves, have play'i 
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NOTES 

ON 
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Note I. 

Thai, when the youth/id prin ce P> S9* 

My most ingenious friend. Sir Henry Shere« hai ohuevred, 
through a glass-hive, that the young prince of die bees, or heir 
pMumptive of the crown, approaches the king's apartment with 
great reverence ; and, for tnree successive mornings, demands 
permission to lead forth a colony of that year's bees. If his petition 
oe granted, (which he seems to make by humble hummings,) the 
•warm arises under his conduct. If the answer be, le roi t^avi^ 
iera,-»that is, if the old monarch think it not convenient for the 

£ublic good to part with so manv of his subjects, the next mom- 
\g the prince is found dead before the threshold of the palace. 

Note II. 

Encompoii'd with her eea-green iieteri round.'^P. 112. 

The poet here records the names of fifteen river-nymphs ; and 
for once I have translated them all ; but, in the ^neis, I thought 
not myself obliffed to be so exact : for, in naming many men, 
who were killed by heroes, I have omitted some, which would 
not sound in Enghsh verse. 
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Note IIL 

-— * Orpheu/ dicing prayers at lengih are heanL^F* II7. 

The Episode of Oq>heu8 and Eurydice begins here, and con- 
tains the only machine which Virgil uses in the " Georgici.^ I 
have observed, in the epistle before the i9*2neis, that our author 
ieldom employs machines but to adorn his poem, and that the ac- 
tion which they seemingly perform, is really produced without 
them* Of this nature is the legend of the beet restored by mi- 
racle ; when the receipt, which ue poet j^^vcs, would do the work 
without one* llie only beautiful machme which I remember in 
the modem poets, is in Ariosto, where God commands St Michael 
to take care, that Paris, then besieged by the Saracens, should be 
succoured by Rinaldo. In order to this, he enjoins the archangel 
to find Silence and Discord ; the first to conduct the Christian 
army to relieve the town, with so much secrecv, that their march 
should not be discovered ; the latter to enter the camp of the in« 
fidels, and there to sow dissention among the principal com- 
manders. The heavenly messenger takes his way to an ancient 
monastery ; not doubting there to find Silence in her primitive 
abode ; but, instead of Silence finds Discord : the monKs, being 
divided into factions about the choice of some new officer, were 
at snic and snee with their drawn knives. The satire needs no 
explanation. And here it may also be observed, that ambition, 
jealous V, and worldly interest, and point of honour, had made va- 
riance both in the cloister and the camp ; and strict discipline 
had done the work of Silence, in conducting the Christian army 
to surprise the Turks. 



• 
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TO 
THE MOST HONOU&ABLE 

JOHN, 

LORD MARQUIS OF NORMANBY, 
EARL OF MULGRAVE ,♦ &c. 

AND 

KNIGHT OF THE MOST NOBLE ORDER OF THE GARTER. 



A HEROIC Doemy truly 8ucb, is undoubtedly the 
greatest work which the soul of man is capable to 
perfofm. The design of it is to form the mind to 



mi 



^ Mulgrave'f early and intimate oonnection with our author 
has been oftennetieed in the course oithu edition. In the reim 
sf William III. he remained in a sort of disgracei from his atta£« 
Mint to the exiled king : yet, in 1 694, he was created Marquis 
•f Normanbr : in the rugn of' the queen, he rose still hi|[bMr ; 
and it is aaiOy that the dignities, offices, and influence, which he 
then enfo^ed, were the reward of the ambitious love which he 
had dated to entertain for tlu&t princess, when she was only the 
Lady Anne, second dauja^hter to the Duke of York^— See Diy« 
den's Life; also Dedkatum to Aureng'Zebct vol. V. p. 174^ 
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heroic virtue by example. It is conveyed in verse^ 
that it may delight, while it instructs : the action 
of it is always one, entire, and great. The least 
and most trivial episodes, or under-actions, which 
are interwoven in it, are parts either necessary or 
convenient to carry on the main design ; either so 
necessary, that, without them, the poem must be 
imperfect, or so convenient, that no others can be 
imagined more suitable to the place in which they 
are. There is nothing to be left void in a firm 
building ; even the cavities ought not to be filled 
with rubbish, (which is of a perishable kind, de- 
structive to the strength,) but with brick or stone, 
though of less pieces, yet of the same nature, and 
fitted to the crannies. Even the least portions of 
them must be of the epic kind : all things must be 
grave, majestical, and sublime ; nothing of a foreign 
nature, like the trifling fwvek, which Ariosto,* and 
others, have inserted in their poems ; by which the 
reader is misled into another sort of pleasure, op* 
posite to that which is designed in an epic poem. 
One raises the soul, and hardens it to virtue ; the 
other softens it again, and unbends it into vice. 



* The early editions, by an absurd and continued blunder, read 
Aristotle. Ariosto, and indeed all the heroic Italian poets, Taaao 
excepted, have chequered their romantic fictions with lighter 8to« 
ries, such as those of Jocondo and of Adonio, in the *' Orlando 
Furioso." But neither Ariosto, nor his predecessors Boiardo and 
Pulci, ever entertained the idea of writing a regular epic poem 
after the ancient rules. On the contrary, they often drop the mask 
in the middle of the romantic wonders wliich the^ relate ; and 
plainly shew, how very far they are from considering the narra- 
tive as serious. It was, therefore, consistent with their plan, to 
admit such light and frivolous narratives, as might relieve the 
general gravity of their tale, which resembled an epic poem as 
uttle as a melo-drama does a tragedy. 

8 
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One conduoeg to the poet-s aim^ the completing of 
his work, which he is driving on, labouring and 
hastening in every line ; the other slackens his 
pacfif diverts him from his way, and locks him up, 
like a knight-errant, in an enchanted castle, when 
he should be pursuing his first adventure. Statius, 
ss Bossu has well observed, was ambitious of try- 
ing his strength with his master Virgil, as Virgil 
bad before tried his with Homer. The Grecian 
gave the two Romans an example, in the games 
which were celebrated at the funerals of Patroclus. 
Virgil imitated the invention of Homer, but chan- 
ged the sports. But both the Greek and Latin poet 
took their occasions from the subject ; though, to 
Qonfess the truth, they were both ornamental, or, 
it beat, convenient parts of it, rather than of ne- 
cessity arising from it. Statius, who, through his 
whole poem, is noted for want of conduct and 
judgment, instead of staying, as he might have 
done, for the death of Capaneus, Hippouiedon, Ty- 
deuik or some other of his seven champions, (who 
are heroes all alike,) or more properly for the tra- 
gical end of the two brothers, whose exequies the 
next successor had leisure to perform when the 
siege was raised, and in the interval betwixt the 
poet's first action and his second — went out of his 
way» as it were on prepense malice, to commit a 
fault For he took liis opportunity to kill a royal 
in&nt by the means of a serpent, (that author of 
all evil,) to make way for those funeral honours 
which he intended for him. Now, if this innocent 
had been of any relation to his Thcbai's^^if he had 
either furthered or hindered the taking of the town 
^4he poet might have found some sorry excuse, at 
leasts K)r detaming the reader from the promised 
siege. On these terms, this Capaneus of a poet 

VOL. XIV, I 
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engaged his two immortal predeoesaon; and Idi 
success was answerable to his enterpriie.* 

If this cceonomy must be observed in the minu- 
test parts of an epic poem» which, to a common 
reader, seem to be detached from the body, and al- 
most independent of it ; what soul, though aent 
into the world witli great advantages of nature, 
cultivated witli the liberal arts and sciences, con- 
versant with histories of the dead, and enriched 
with observations on tlie living, can be sufficient 
to inform the whole body of so great a work ? I 
touch here but transiently, without any strict m^ 
thod, on some few of those many rules of imit^ 
ting nature, which Aristotle drew from Horner^ 
Iliads and Odysseys, and which he fitted to the 
drama ; fumishuig himself also with observationa 



* I c|uoU, from Mr Malone, Mr Hartc's vindication of Sutius $ 
prctniiing, however, that it is far from amounting to an excul- 
pation ofthat boisterous author^ whose works have fallen into ob- 
livion even among sdiolart, in due proportion to ths ripening of 
IKMtical taste. 

** Mr Drydcn, in his excellent Preface to the i'Eneid, takes oo« 
GAsion to quarrel with Statius, and calls the present book (the 
Sixth) * an ill-timed and injudicious episode. I wonder so «• 
vere a remark oould pass from that gentleman, who was an admU 
rer of our autlior, even to superstition. I own 1 can scarce foiw 
give myself to contradict so great a poet, and so good a critic : 
talium enim virorum nt admtraiio maxima, ita eeiuura djffidliM* 
However, the present case may admit of very alleviating arcuiD* 
stances. It may be replied, in general, thit tlio design of this 
book was to g;ivc a respite to tlie main action, intniducing a 
mournful, but pleasing variation, fVom terror t<» pity. It is dso 
liighlv probable, that Sutius had an eve to the funeral obsequies 
of Polyddre and Anchises, mentioned ni the third anil fifth books 
of Virgil. We may also look upon them oh a prelude, opening 
die mind by degrees to receive tne miseries and horror of a fu- 
ture war. This is intimated in some measure by the derivation 
of tlic word Archanaru9:'^-^Nole on Mr Wahcr tlarit^t Trafula* 
lion of the Sixih Uook qflhe Thebaui. 

Notwitlistanding what Mr I larte has statr<l, our author K*ldom 
mentions Sutius, without reprobatinghisturgidandbombaststyle. 
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from the practice of the theatre, when it flourish- 
ed under .^^hylus, Euripidesi and Sophocles : for 
the original of the stage was from the epic poem. 
Narration, doubtless, preceded acting, and gave 
laws to it : what at first was told artmlly, was, in 
process of time, represented gracefully to the sight 
and hearing. These episodes of Homer, which 
were proper for the stase, the poets amplified each 
into an action ; out of nis limbs thev formed tlieir 
bodies; what he had contracted, they enlarged; 
out of one Hercules, were made infinity of pyg- 
mies, yet all endued with human souls ; for from 
him, their great creator, they have each of them 
the dhifue partieulam aura. They flowed from him 
at first, and are at last resolved Into him. Nor 
were they only animated by him, but their mea- 
sure and symmetry was owing to him. His one, 
entire, and great action, was copied by them ac- 
cording to the proportions of the drama. If he fi- 
nished his orb within the year, it sufliced to teach 
them, that their action being less, and being also 
less diversified with incidents, their orb, of conse- 
quence, must be circumscribed in a less compass, 
which they reduced within the limits either of a 
natural or an artificial day ; so that, as he taught 
them to amplify what he hod shortened, by the 
same rule, applied the contrary way, he taught 
them to shorten what he had amplified. Trag^y 
is the miniature of human life ; an epic poem is 
the draught at length.* Here, my lord, I must 



* Dryden, as was excellently obierved by Sir Samuel Garth, 
in his '* Funeral Eulogy/' always thought that species of com^ 
position most excellent upon which his labour had been more 
immediately employed. In the '' Essay upon Dramatic Poesy," he 
had preferred the tragedy to the epic poem, and here he has re- 
versed their station, and rank. 1 think the principal distinction 
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contract also ; for, before I was aware, I was al- 
most running into a long digressipn» to prove, that 
there is no s^wch absolute necessity that the time of 
a stage action should so strictly be confine4 to 
twenty- four hours, as never to exceed them, fpr 
"lyhich Aristotle contends, and the Gr^ian stage 
has practised. Some longer space, on some occa- 
sipns, I think, may be aUowed, especially for tbe 
English theatre, which requires more variety of inr 
cidents than the French. Corneille })imself, aifter 
long practice, was inclined to think, that the time 
allotted by the ancients was too short to raise and 
finish a great action : and better a mechanic rule 
were stretched or broken, than a gre^t beaiity w^e 
piiiitted. To raise, and afterwards to calm the pas- 
sions — ^to purge the soul from pride, by the exam- 
ples of human miseries, which befal the greatest-r- 
m few words, to expel arrogance, and introduce 
0omp^ion, are the great eff^ts of tragedy ; great, 
I must confess, if they were altogether as true as 
they are pompous. But are habits to be introdu- 
ced at three hours' warning ? are radical diseases sq 
suddenly removed ? A nipuntebank may propaiqe 
such a cure, but a skilful physician will not under- 
take it. An epic poem is not in ^ much haste : it 
Yfqrks leisurely ; the changes which it makes are 
slow ; but the cure is likely to be more perfect. 
The effects of tragedy, as I said, are too violent 
tp be lasting. If it be answered, that, for this rea- 
fon, tragedies are often to be seen, and the dose to 



is noticed below. Tragedy is addressed, as it were, to the eye; 
j^ the whole scene to be enjoyed, even in perusal, must be sup- 
!posed present to the observation. But ej^ poetry is, bv its na^ 
tore, narrative ; and, therefore, while it is capable of the beau- 
ties of more extended description, and more copious morality^ it 
is ezduded firoqi that immediate and energetic appeal to tbesenscis 
manifested in tb^ dranuu 
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be repeats, this is tacitly tb confess, iHat there is 
moire TiKue iii onH heroic poem than in many tra- 
gedies. A itlari is hiihiblea one day, and his pridcl 
letumi the next. Chemical medicines are ooser- 
yed to relieve ofteiier than to cure : for it is the 
nature of i^pirib to make swift impressions, but not 
ieep. Galenical decoctions, to which I may pro- 
perly compare an epic poem, have more of body 
iri them ; they work by their substance and theit 
weight It is one reason of Aristotle's to prove^ 
that tragedy is the more noble, because it turns in 
a shorter compass ; the whole action being circum- 
scribed within the space of four-and-twenty hours. 
He might prove as well, that a milshroom is to be 
jitefterred before a peach, because it shoots up in 
the oonij[)ass of a night. A chariot may be driven 
round the pillar in less space than a large mabhine^ 
because the bulk is not so great. Is tne Moon a 
more noble plftnet than Saturn, because she makes 
her revolution in less than thirty days, and he in 
little less than thirty years ? Both their orbs are in 
proportioh to their several ttiaghitudes ; and, conse- 
quently, the quickness or slowness of their motion^ 
and the time of their circumvolutions, is rib argu- 
ment of the greater or less perfbction. And, be- 
sides, what virtue is there in a tragedy^ which is 
npt contained in an epic poem, where pride is hum- 
bledy virtue rewarded, and vice punished ; and 
those more amply treated, than the narrowness of 
the drama can admit ? The shining quality of an 
epic hero, his magnanimity, his constancy, his pa- 
titooe, his piety, or whatever characteristical virtue 
his poet gives him, raises first our admiration. We 
are naturally prone to imitate what wc admire ; and 
fiequent acts produce a habit. If the hero's chief 
quality be vicious, as, for example, the choler and 
obstinate desire of vengeance in Achilles, yet the 
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moral is instnictive : and, besides, we are 
ed in the very proposition of the Iliads, that this 
anger was pernicious ; that it brought a thousand 
ills on the Grecian camp. The courage of Achilles 
is proposed to imitation, not his pride and disobe- 
dience to his general, nor his brutal cruelty to bis 
dead enemy, nor the selling his body to his father.* 
We abhor these actions while we read ihem ; and 
what we abhor, we never imitate. The poet only 
shews^them, like rocks or quicksands, to be shun- 
ned. 

By this example, the critics have concluded, that 
it is not necessary the manners of the hero should 
be virtuous. They are poetically good, if they are 
of a piece ; though, where a character of pmecfc 
virtue is set before us, it is more lovely ; for there 
the whole hero is to be imitated. This is the iElneas 
of our author ; thb is that idea of perfection in an 
epic poem, which painters and statuaries have only 



* The cant of supponng, that the Iliad contained an obrioss 
and intentional morale was at this time so established amooff 
the critics, that even Dryden durst not shake himself free at 
it. In all probability, the ancient blind Bard only thoafffat of 
so arranging his splendid ta)e of Troy divine, that it should aiw 
rest the attention of his hearers. Doubtless, an admirable bmh 
ral may be often extracted from his poem ; because it containa 
an accurate picture of human nature, which can never be tnily 
presented, without oonveving a lesson of instruction.^ But it may 
shrewdly be suspected, that the moral was as little intended by 
the author, as it would have been the object of a historian, whose 
work is equally pregnant with morality, diouffh a detail of fiu^ 
be only intended. We may be pretty sure, Uiat Homer meant 
his Achilles, the favourite of the gods, as a character approadi- 
ing perfection ; and if he is cruel, proud, disobedient, and venge- 
ful, 1 am afraid it was only beoiuse these attributes, in a savage 
state, are deemed as little derogatory from the character i]^ a he- 
ro, as dissipation and gallantry are blemishes in that of a modem 
fine p:entleman. 
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in their minds» and which no hands are able to ex- 
press. These are the beauties of a god in a human 
liody. When the picture of Achflles is drawn in 
tn^edy, he is taken with those warts^ and molesi 
and hard features, by those who represent him on 
the stage, or he is no more Achilles ; for his creator, 
Homer, has so described him. Yet even thus he ap- 
pears a perfect hero, though an imperfect character 
of virtue. Horace paints him after Homer, and de- 
livers him to be copied on the stage with all those 
imperfections.* Therefore they are either not faults 
in a heroic poem, or faults common to the drama. 
After all, on the whole merits of the cause, it must 
be acknowledged, that the epic poem is more for the 
manners, and tragedy for tne passions. The pas* 
sions, as I have said, are violent ; and acute dis- 
tempers require medicines of a strong and speedy 
operation. Ill habits of the mind are like chronical 
diseases, to be corrected by degrees, and cured by 
alteratives ; wherein, though purges are sometimes 
necessary, yet diet, good air, and moderate exercise, 
have the greatest part. The matter being thus sta- 
ted, it wiU appear, that both sorts of poetry are of 
use for their proper ends. The stase is more active ; 
the epic poem works at greater leisure, yet is active 
too^ when need requires ; for dialogue is imitated 
hy the drama, from the more active parts of it. 
Cme puts off a fit, like the quinqvia, and relieves 



* TTbe opinion of Horace is a confinnation of what is stated 
above. None of the ancients ventured to impute the rudeness of 
Homer^s characters to the barbarity of the poet's age. The faults 
which they could not shut their eyes against, must, they thought, 
have been equally apparent to the bard himself; although, in all 
probability, he meant, that these very attributes in his heroes 
should be considered as virtues. 
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US onl^ for a time; the other roots out the distemper, 
and gives a healthful habit. The sun enlightens 
and cheers us, dispels fogs, and warms the ground 
with his daily beams ; but the com is sowed, in- 
creases, is ripened, and is reaped for use in prooew 
of time, and in its proper season. I proceed, from 
the greatness of the action, to the dignity of the 
actors ; I mean to the persons employed in both 
poems. There likewise tragedy will be seen to bor« 
row from the epopee ; and that which borrows is 
always of less dignity, because it has not of its own. 
A subject, it is true, may lend to his sovereign i 
but the act of borrowing makes the king inferior, 
because he wants, and the subject supplies. And 
suppose the persons of the drama wholly fabulous^ 
or of the poet's invention, yet heroic poetiy gave 
him the examples of that invention, because it was 
first, and Homer the common father of the stage. 
I know not of any one advantage which tragedy 
can boast above heroic poetry, but that it is repre- 
sented to the view, as well as read, and instructs in 
the closet, as well as on the theatre. This is an 
uncontended excellence, and a chief branch of its 
prerogative ; yet I may be allowed to say, without 
partiality, that herein the actors share the poel^s 
praise. Your lordship knows some modem tniF 
gedies which are beautiful on the stage, and yet I 
am confident you would not read them. ** Tryphon 
the stationer^ * complains, they are seldom asked for 
ill his shop. The poet who flourished in the scene, is 
damned in the ruelle ;f nay more, he is not esteemed 



* '* BMiapola Tryphon," a character twice mentioned by Mar* 
tialy Epig. Lib. IV. 72. XIII. 3. Dryden probably means TonsoxL 

t A Gallicism for the toilette, at whicn the ladies of Dryden'a 
time, in imitation of their neighbours o£ France, were wont to 
receive visits, and hear recitations and readings. 
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a good poet by those, who see and hear his exthii. 
vagandes with delight. They nre a sort of stately 
Aiitian, and lofty childishness. Nothing but nature 
can give a sincere pleasure ; where that is not imi- 
tated, it is grotesque painting ; ** the fine womail 
ends in a fisn*8 tail.** 

I might also add, that many things, which not 
only please, but are real beauties in the reading, 
would appear absurd upon the stage ; and those not 
only the speehsa inirncula, as Horace calls them, of 
transformations, of Bcylla, Antiphates, and the Lass- 
trygons, which catltiot be represented even in operas; 
but the prowess of Achilles or iRneus would appear 
ridiculous in our dwarf-heroes of the theatre. We 
an believe they routed armies, in Homer or in Vir- 

S; but ne MerculeH contra duon in the drama. I 
bear to instance in many things, which the stage 
cannot, or ought not to re])reRent ; for I have said 
already more tlmn 1 intended on this subject, and 
should fear it might be turned against me, that I 

tiead for the pre-otninoncc of epic poetry, because I 
ave taken some pains in translating Virgil, if this 
were the first time that I had delivered my opinion 
ia this dispute. But I have more than once already 
maintained the rights of my two masters against 
their rivals of the scone,* even while I wrote tra- 
gedies myself, and had no thoughts of this present 
undertaking. I submit m^ opinion to your judge- 
ment, who are better qualified than any man I know, 
to decide this controversy. You come, my lord, in- 
itructed in the cause, and needed not Uiat I should 
open it. Your " l^issay of Poetry ,"f which was 

* Drydon, in the '' Kiiay on Dramatic Poesy/' maintains the 
ctuse of Shakespeare ond Jonson ogainst the French dramatists. 

t .It appeared first in 16tt2, and drew tlie public attention by 
much sound criticism, expressed in pointed language; although the 
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Imblifihed without a namo, and of which I was not 
lonoured with the confidence, I read over and over 
with much delight, and as nuich instruction, and, 
witliout flattering you, or making myself more mo- 
ral than I am — not without some envy. I was loth 
to be informed how an epic poem should be writ- 
ten, or how a tragedy should be contrived and 
managed, in better verse, and with more judgment, 
than I could teach others. A native of Parnassus, 
and bred u]) in the studies of its fundamental laws, 
may receive new light from his contemporaries; 
but it is a grudging kind of praise which he gives 
his benefactors. He is more obliged, than he is 
willing to acknowledge ; there is a tincture of ma* 
lice in his commendations ; for where I own I am 
taught, I confess my want of knowledge. A judge 
upon the bench may, out of good nature, or at least 
interest, encourage the pleadings of a puny coun- 
sellor ; but he does not willingly commend his bro- 
ther Serjeant at the bar, especially when he con- 
trouls his law, and expones that ignorance which is 
made sacred by his place. I gave the unknown 
author his due commendation, I must confess ; but 
who can answer for me and for the rest of the 
poets who heard me read the poem, whether we 
should not have Ix^en better pleased to have seen 
our own names at the bottom of the title-page? 
Perhaps we conmiended it the more, that we might 



verie ii to untunable and rugged, a« to sound very disagreeably 
to modem ears. Dryden is mentioned with only a quamied de« 
gree of respect, and that paid solely to his satirical powers : 

The Uureat here may ju»tly cImiii our praue, 
Ciown'd by MMC-Flecnoe with iiiiiiioruil bay» ; 
Yet once hu I'egasiu iiaii liornc dead weiglit, 
Rid by aome lunipi«h ininiKicr of Ntate. 

Tlie last couplet alludes to the '' Hind and Panther." 
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aeem to t^ above the censure. We are naturally 
displeased with an unknown critic^ iis the ladies are 
with a lampooner^ because we are bitten in the 
dark» and know not where to fasten our revenge. 
But great excellencies will work their way through 
sU sorts of opposition. I applauded rather out of 
deoenc^t than affection ; and was ambitious, as 
some yet can witness, to be acquainted with a man, 
with whom I had the honour to converse, and that 
almost dailVf for so many years together. Heaven 
knowft if 1 have heartily forgiven you this deceit. 
You extorted a praise, which I should willingly 
hive given, had I known you. Nothing had been 
more easyt than to commend a patron of a long 
itanding. The world would join with me, if the 
eooomiums were just ; and, if unjust, would excuse 
I grateful flatterer, liut to come anonymous upon 
mei and force me to commend you against my in- 
terest, was not altogether so fair, give me leave to 
8ay» as it was politic ; for, by concealing your qua- 
lity» you might clearly understand how your work 
lucoeeded^ and that the general approbation was 
given to your merit, not your titles. Thus, like 
Apelles, you stood unseen bcliind your own Venus, 
and received the praises of the passing multitude ; 
the work was commended, not the author ; and 1 
doubt not» this was one of the most pleasing ad- 
ventures of your life.* 

I have detained your lordship longer than I in« 
tended in this dis])ute of preference betwixt the 
epic poem and the drama, and yet have not formal- 
ly answered any of the arguments which are brought 

* Our author mentions elsewhere, " The Kiisay of Poetry, which 
I publicly valued before I knew the author of it" Vol. XII. p. 
tIS. AlUiough his lordship's experiment proved tlius successful, 
1 mty be permitted to hint» that most noble authors may find it 
ither haiardous. 
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by Aristotle on the other nde, and si^t ih the fairM 
light by Daeier. But I suppose, without looking oh 
the book, I may have touched on some of the objfec^ 
tions ; for, in this address to your lordship, I design 
not a treatise of heroic poetry, but write ih a lobsfe 
epistolary way, somewhat tending to that sub)e61^ 
after the example of Horace, in his First Epistlli 6f 
the Second Book to Augustus Cassar, atid in that to 
thePiso's, which we call his " Art of Poetty T in bdth 
of which he observes no method that I can trttee^ 
whatever Scaliger the father, or Heinsius, may hat^ 
seen, or rather think they had seen. I have takeh 
up, laid dowt), and resumed as often as I pleas^; 
the same subject ; and this loose proceeding I HhUll 
use through all this prefktory dedication. Yet all 
this while I have been sailing with some side-wind 
or other toward the point I proposed in the begin- 
ning, — the greatness and excellency of a heroic 
poem, with some of the difficulties which attend 
that work. The comparison, therefore, which I 
made betwixt the epopee and the tragedy, was not 
altogether a digression ; for it is concluded on all 
hands, that they are both the master-pieces of hu^ 
man wit. 

In the mean time, I may be bold to draw this 
corollary from what has been already said, that thie 
file of heroic poets is very short ; all are not such 
who have assumed that lofty title in ancient or mo- 
dem ages, or have been so esteemed by their partial 
and ignorant admirers. 

There have been but one great Ilias, and one 
ij^neis, in so many ages. The next, but the next 
with a long interval l^twixt, was the Jerusalem ;^ 



* Tbmo's *' Jerusalem Delirered/' teems to hikvi been the flrlf 
heroic poem attempted upon a classical model, after the 
of literature. 






OF THE JBNXiS. 141 

I mean not so much in distance of time, as in ex- 
OsUenoy. After these three are entered, some lord- 
duunberlain should be appointed, some oritio of 
iutbctrity should be set before the door, to keep 
(Nit a GKQvrd of little poets, who press for admis* 
sum»< arid are not of quality. Maavius would be 
iwfrning your lordship*8 ears with his 

Foriunavit Pria9fii caniabo, ei noUh beUum^-^ 

Btre fustian, as Horace would tell you, from be- 
Jdad, without pressing forward, and more smoke 
than fire, Pulci, Doiardo, and Ariosto,* would crv 
out» '* make room for the Italian poets, the descend- 
mts of Virgil in a right line :'^ father Le Moine, 
with his Saint Louis ; and Scudery with his Ala- 
ns^ for a godly king and a Gothic concj^ueror ; and 
Chapelain would take it ill that his Matd should be 
vsAised a place with Helen and Ijavinia.f Spenser^ 



* Pulci wrote the '' Movagantc Maggiore/' Boiardo the " Or« 
lando Innamorato," and ArioBto the well-known continuation of 
Ihftt poem, called the ** Orlando Furiodo." The first two poems, 
Kke ttie '' Amadigi/' and a number of others in the same taste, 
are rather to be considered as an improvement upon, the oUl me-r 
trical romances, than as attempts nt epic noctry. At the same 
time, these authors do not always expect tneir renders to receive 
with gravityi the marvels which they narrate ; but introduce at 
every turn some ludicrous image, to shew how little they are 
thmielves serious. Although Ariosto is immeasurably distin* 
floiihiid by brilliancy of imagination^ and beauty of expression^ 
from the reat of those romancers^ yet even his dclightml work 
may be more properly termed a romance of chivalry than an epic 
poem ; a distinction which the Tuscan bard can hardly reorct, 
woe it has afforded, tlin>ughout Europe, more general defight 
Ihin aU the epics in the world, if we eifcept those of Homer and 



t " La Pucelle D'Orleans." It will hardly, I hope, be expect- 
•d, that an editor of Drydcn should be deeply read in the 
Frendi epopee, which oi* all styles of poetry is the most unii« 
ftnah atiff and freesing. 

X That Spenser's twelve champions, each o£ whom waa to 
achieve a distinct and separate adventure, could ever have bef n 
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has a better plea for his '< Fairy Queen,'' had his 
action been finished, or had been one ; and Milton^ 
if theDevil had not been his hero, instead of Adam ; 
if the giant had not foiled the knight, and driven 
him out of his strong-hold, to wander through the 
world with his lady-errant; and if there had not 
been more machining persons than human in his 
poem. After these, the rest of our English poet^ 
shall not be mentioned. I have that honour for 
them which I ought to have ; but, if they are wor- 
thies, they are not to be ranked amongst the thre^ 
whom I have named, and who are established in 
their reputation. 

Before I quitted the comparison betwixt epic 
poetry and tragedy, I should have acquainted mj 
judge with one advantage of the former over tftis 
latter, which I now casually remember out of the 
preface of Sdgrais before his translation of the MnoM; 
or out of Bossu, no matter which : ** The style of 
the heroic poem is, and ought to be, more lofty than 
that of the drama." The critic is certainly in the 
right, for the reason already urged ; the work of 
tragedy is on the paSsions, and in a dialogue ; both 
of them abhor strong metaphors, in whioi the epo- 



8o brought together^ as to entitle the '' Fairy Queen** to be odl* 
ed a regular epic, may be justly doubted. I confess I think it 
probabfe, that the difficulty of condnding his work, -was one 
great cause of its being left unfinished 

Dryden's objection to the '' Paradise Lost," is founded on tha 
unhappy termination, which is contrary to the rules of the epopee.' 
Even so it has been disputed, whether a tragedy, whida oub' 
happily, is properly and re^larly entitled to ue name. Yet At 
story is more completely wmded up in the '^ Paradise Lost," than 
in the '^ Iliad," where Troy is left standing, after all dhe battltav 
which are fought about it Our reyerence for the ancients^ in 
this and many other instances, has been driyen to superstitknifl 
bigotry. 
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pee delights. A poet cannot speak too plainly on 
the staffe : for volat irrevoca/nle verlium ; the sense 
is lost, if it be not taken flying. Diit what we«read 
akme, we have leisure to digest ; there an author 
may beautify his sense by the boldness of his ex« 
pmsiont which if we understand not fully at the 
mtt, we may dwell upon it, till we find the secret 
fime and excellence. That which cures the man- 
ners by alterative physic, as I said before, must pro- 
oeed by insensible degrees ; but that which purges 
d^ passions, must do its business all at once, or 
wholly fail of its effect, at least in the present ope* 
ntion, and without repeated doses. We must beat 
die iron while it is hot, but we may ])oIish it at 
leisure. Thus, my lord, you pay the fine of my 
fiffgetfulness ; and yet the merits of l)<)th causes 
sre where they were, and undecided, till you de* 
dare whether it be more for the benefit of mankind 
to have their manners in general corrected, or their 
pride and hard-heartcdncss removed. 

I must now come closer to iny present business, 
and not think of making more invasive wars abroad, 
wben^ like Haimibal, 1 am called back to the de- 
fimce of my own country. Virgil is attacked by 
many enemies ; he has a whole confederacy against 
him ; and I nuist endeavour to defend him as well 
as I aqi able. But their principal objections being 
against his moral, the duration or length of time 
tdcen up in the action of the ]>oem, and what they 
have to urge against the manners of his hero ; I 
shall omit the rest as mere cavils of grammarians ; 
at the worst, but casual slips of a great man's pen, 
or inconsiderable faults of an admirable poem, which 
the author had not leisure to review before his 
death. Macrobius has answered what the ancients 
could urge against him ; and some things I have 
lately read in Tainicguy Ic F(>vre, Valois, and ano- 
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ther whom I name not, which ar? scarce worth aoi- 
swering. They begin with the moral of his poeni, 
which I have elsewhere confessed, and still miist 
own, not to be so noble as that of Homer.* But 
let both be fairly stated ; and, without Contradict- 
ing my first opinion, I can shew, that Virgil's was 
as useful to the Romans of his age, as Homer^s wai 
to the Grecians of his, in what time soever he may 
be supposed to have lived and flourished. Homer'i 
moral was to urge the necessity of union^ and of a 
good understanding betwixt confederate states and 
princes engaged in a war with a mighty monarch ; 
as also of discipline in an army, and obedience in 
the several chiefs to the supreme commander of thb 
joint forces. To inculcate this, he sets forth tile 
ruinous effects of discord in the camp of those allies^ 
occasioned by the quarrel betwixt the general and 
one of the next in office under him. Agamemncft 
gives the provocation, and Achilles resents the in- 
jury. Both parties are faulty in the quarrel ; and 
accordingly they are both punished : the aggressor 
is forced to sue for peace to his inferior on disho- 

* In the following comparison, our author assumes^ that the 
*' Iliad" was actually written with a view to its moral tendency. 
But considering the matter fairly, and without prejudice, then 
is as much reason for supposing, that Shakespeare had a great 
public purpose to accomplish in every one of his plays ; 'vniich 
we know were only written to fill the Bull or the Fortune thea- 
tres, as the songs of Homer were recited, minstrel-like^ fqr the 
supply of his daily wants. But. both these gifted men had an 
intuitive knowledge of human nature, which cannot be justly de- 
scribed, without an evident, though undesigned, moral preMiDg 
itself on the hearers. Virgil's poem, however, had certainly a 
political, if not a moral purpose ; for, while it gratified the nq- 
bles of the court of Augustus, by deducing their descent from the 
followers of ^neas, it tamed their republican spirit, by describing 
the monarchy of the emperor, not as an usurpation, but a here- 
ditary, though interrupted succession, from the wandering Pi&icc 
of Troy. 

10 
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BoaAble conditions : the deserter refuses tbe satis- 
btidoa offered; and his obstinacy costs him his 
bat friend. This ^orks the natural effect of cho- 
ler, and turns his rage against him by whom he was 
list affronted, and most sensibly. The ^ater an- 
ger expels the less ; but his character is still pre- 
served. In the mean time the Grecian army re- 
ceives loss on loss, and is half destroyed by a pes- 
tilence into the bargain : 

QuUquid dcUrani reges, pkciuniur AchkL 

As the poet, in the first part of the example^ hud 
ihewn the bud cilbcts of discord, so, ufler the rc- 
ooncilemcnt) he gives the good effects of unity ; 
fi^ Hector is slain, mid then Troy must iulL By 
this it is probable, that Homer lived when the Me- 
dian monarchy was grown formidable to the Grc- 
dans, and that the joint endeavours of his country- 
men were little enough to preserve their connnon 
freedom from nn encroaching enemy. Such was 
liis moral, which all critics have allowed to be more 
noUe than that of Virgil, though not adapted to 
the times in which the liomau poet lived. Had 
Virgil flourished in the ageof Knnius, and address- 
ed to Scipio, he had probably taken the same nio- 
Fslf or some other not unlike it : for then the llo-^ 
mans were in as much danger IVom the Carthagi- 
nian commonwealth, as the Grecians were from the 
Aasyrian or Median monarchy, liut we are to con- 
sider him as writuig his poem hi a time when the 
old form of government was subverted, and a new 
one just established by OctaviusCmsar, in effect by 
fiffce of arms, but seemingly by the consent of the 
Roman people. The commonwealth had received 
a deadly wound in the former civil wars betwixt 
Marius and Sylia. The commons, while the first 

VOL. XIV. K 
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prevailed, had almost shaken off the joke' of the 
nobility ; and Marius and Cinna, like the captaim 
of the mob, under the specious furetence of the pub- 
lic good, and of doing justice on the oppressors of 
their liberty, revenged themselves, without fcmn of 
law, on their private enemies. Sylla, in his tunip 

Eroscribed the heads of the adverse party : he too 
ad nothing but liberty and reformation in hki 
mouth ; (for the cause of religion is but a modem 
motive to rebellion, invented by the Christian priest- 
hood, refining on the heathen ;*) Sylla, to be sure^ 
meant no more good to the Roman people than Ma^- 
rius before him, whatever he declared ; but sacrificed 
the lives, and took the estates, of all his enemies, to 
gratify those who brought hint into power. Such 
was the reformation of the government by both 
parties. The senate and the commons were the 
two bases on which it stood ; and the two cham-« 
pions of either faction, each, destroyed the foundiu 
tions of the other side ; so the fabric, of conse- 
quence, must fall betwixt them, and tyranny must 
be built upon their ruins. This comes of sJtering 
fundamental laws and constitutions — like him, who^ 
being in good health, lodged himself in a physi- 
cian's house, and was over-persuaded by his IsakU 
lord to take physic, (of which he died,) for the be- 
nefit of his doctor. Stavo hen : (was written on his 
monument) ma^ per star meglio^ sto qui. 

After the death of those two usurpers, the com- 
monwealth seemed to recover, and held up its head 
for a little time. But it was all the while in a deep 
consumption, which is a flattering disease. Pom- 

* This ie one of our author's unseemly and fax too frequent 
sneers at the clerical order, for which he is severely repr^iend* 
ed by Milboume. 
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pejTi CraSBUfl, and Cassar, had found the itvectft of 
•rbitraiy power; and each being a check to the 
other'i growth, struck up a false friendship amongst 
themselves, and dividea the government betwixt 
them, which none of them was able to assume alone. 
These were the public-spirited men of their age ; 
that is, patriots for their own interest. The com- 
nonweaith looked with a florid countenance in their 
management, spread in bulk, and all the while was 
wasting in the vitals. Not to trouble your lordship 
with the repetition of what you know — after the 
death of Crassus, Pompey found himself outwitted 
hjr Caesar, broke with him, overpowered him in the 
lenate, and caused many unjust decrees to pass 
igsinst him. Cflesar, thus injured, and unable to 
resist the faction of tlie nobles which was now up- 
permost, (for he was a Marian,) had recourse to 
arms ; and his cause was just against Pompey, but 
not against his country, whose constitution ought 
to have been sacred to him, and never to have been 
violated on the account of any private wrong. But 
he prevailed ; and, heaven declaring for him, he be- 
came a providential monarch, under the title of per- 
petual dictator. He being murdered by his owii 
ion,* whom I neither dare commend, nor can just- 
ly blame, (though Dante, in his Inferno, has put 
him and Cassius, and Judas Iscariot betwixt theni, 
into the great devil's mouth,) the commonwealth 
popped up its head for the third time, under Brutus 
and Cassius, and then sunk for ever. 



^ Here again Milboume is very clamorous for authority, and ex-* 
cUimi, that it is one of the fundamental laws of Pamnssus to write 
tme history. Dryden probably rested upon the scandalous tale, 
that Cssar intrigued with Servilia^ the mother of Brutus ; though 
it seems more hkely, that he applied to his assassin the endear- 
ing epithet of my son, merely as a term of affectionate friendship. 



148 DEDICATIOV 

1 istbeR I '-»«> jrpiUedtiv 

ort ?oT€r»«r i i endaTcd in one oenta 
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c ' and K f< u: of Augustus. It is tc 

c r CDuId not hare fallen ii 

er s t n t •! < 'the first and second C 

\( r iship r\i knows what oUigatii 

% urgil i to the latter of them : he saw, ocsi 

tl t > oommonwealth was lost without resour 

t ids of it destroyed : the senate new mould 

own degenerate, and either bought oiT, or thn 
] their own necks into the yoke, out of feai 
being forced. Yet I may safely aflinn for our gr 
author, (as men of good sense are generally hone 
that he was still of republican principles in his he 

Secrrtosjuc pios, his danimijwra Catonem.^ 



* The sente which our auUior hat put o» UiU line» luu t 
warmly disputed ; roaii}* coiiimrnUilur» coiitciulin^, that thc« 
Cato, called the Ccniuir, ami ncit (^nto nf Utica. in the pel 
therein honoured. Pope held tlie name opinion with our poet, 
abandoned it: and .S|H.*nce, qunted by Hr Malmie. thuiexprc 
himaeir>*" Virgil rvprcMrntkUir blpNtitl in Kly hi inn, and CaU 
▼ing laws to them. This a^i*i> btM witli tlu* character of ( 
the Censor. See Plutarch's account of tiie Khler Cato ; of 
strict judgment and laws i of the statue set up to his honou 
the temple of Salus, and of the inscription uiuler it, in his LM 
that great lawgiver. Seneca speaks an highly of him in that a 
dty, as of Scipio in the military way : Af. PureiuM Cetuo} 

« * Ml* J* '^ • t.» * * Mm - 




themselves arc in anoi 
part of iiades,)'iic would, at least, be a very inipro|ier perto 
ue set by him m so eminent a situation tliere." 
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I thinks I need use no other argument to justify 
my opinion, than that of this one linei taken from 
die eighth book of the ^^neis. If he had not well 
studied his patron's temper, it might have ruined 
him with another prince. But Augustus was not 
discontented, at least that we can find, that Cato 
was placed, by his own poet, in Klysium, and there 
giving laws to the holy souls who deserved to be 
separated from the vulgar sort of good spirits ; for 
his conscience could not but whisper to the arbi* 
trary monarch, that the kings of llome were at first 
elective, and governed not without a senate ;-— that 
Romulus was no hereditary prince ; and though, 
after his death, he received divine honours for the 
good he did on earth, yet he was but a god of their 
own making ; — that the last Tarquin was expelled 
justly for overt acts of tyranny, and mal-administra« 
tion ; for such are the conditions of an elective 
kingdom : and I meddle not with others, being, for 
my own opinion, of Montaigne's principles, that an 
honest man ought to be contented witli that form 
of government, and with those fundamental consti- 
tutions of it, which he received from his ancestors, 
and under which himself was born ; though at the 
same time he confessed freely, that, if he could have 
chosen his place of birth, it should have been at 
Venice — wnich, for many reasons, I dislike, and am 
better pleased to have been born an Englishman. 

IJut, to return from my long rambling — I say, 
that Virgil having maturely weighed the condition 
pf the times in which he lived ; that an entire 
liberty was not to be retrieved ; that the present 
settlement had the prospect of a long continuance 
in the same family, or those adopted hito it ; that 
he held his paternal estate from the bounty of the 
conqueror, by whom he was likewise enriched, 
esteemed, v ! cherished ; that this conqueror. 
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though of a bad kind, was the very best of it ; 
that the arts of peace flourished under him \ that 
all men might be happy, if they would be quiet ; 
that, now he was in possession of the whole, yet 
he shared a great part of his authority with the 
senate ; that he would be chosen into the ancient 
offices of the commonwealth, and ruled by the 

Eower which he derived from them, and prorogued 
is government from time to time, still, as it were, 
threatening to dismiss himself from public cares» 
which he exercised more for the common good, 
than for any delight he took in greatness ;«— these 
things, I say, being considered by the poet, he con- 
cluded it to be the interest of his country to be so 
governed ; to infuse an awful respect into the peo^ 
pie towards such a prince ; by that respect to con- 
firm their obedience to him, and by that obedience 
to make them happy. This was the moral of his 
divnie poem ;* — honest in the poet ; honourable to 



* This is disputed by the learaed Heyne. '' De comilio quod 
poeta in iBneide conscribenda sequutus sit> et define, quem pn^ 
pofiitum habuerit, multa varii coniminiscuntur. Nihil quidem 
magis alienum esse potest ab epico carmine quam allegtjria / ja- 
gulat enim totam ejus vim,reruinet hominum clignitatem attenuat, 
gratum aniroi errorem excutit, et testum inter legendum refrige* 
rat, voluptatemque omnem interciplt. Certatim tanien viri docti 
argutiis suis ^neie personam nobis eripere, et Augustum lubmit* 
tere allaborarunt. Etiam ex parata nova in Latio sede miserot 
Trojatios exturbarunt ; adumnratum esse a poeta novum turn 
Romoe constitutum unius principatum. Similt acumine alii arca^ 
iia, nescio quae^ dominationis Augusteaa consilia, in ^neide con« 
denda deprchendero sibi visi sunt. Ita Spencius, elegantis in- 
genii vir, [[Folymetis, Dial. iii. p. 17. sqq.]] ir$XtrM$9 epos esse 
ii^neidem sibi persuaaum habebat ; nequeahud quicquam poetam 
spectasse^ quam utanimis libertatis ereptw debiderio eegris fomen- 
ts admoveret, et novum prineipem approbaret. Nihil tamen ^nes 
personam, tortunam, facta, et fata habere videas, quod ei consilio 
respondeat ; nulius in ^neide populus Mi liber, qui dominum ac- 
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the emperor^ whom he deriyes from a divine ex* 
traction ; and reflecting part of that honour on the 
Braian people^ whom be derives also from the 
Tnrjans ; and not only profitable, but necessary, to 



(dfktf nulls regni Mm itnparii, inonarchiam vocsmui^ bona videw 
•qiotiU aut Gommendata ; verbo nihil occurrit« quo libertada 
•more contact! animi adduci aut allici possint, ut a bono prindpe 
nalint tuto regnari quam cum libertatit vano nomine paucorum 
polMitiuin dominatione vexari. In Juli« gentis honorenii que 
ab lulo ^neiB Alio originem ducere videri volcbat, nonnulla pas- 
lim auaviter metnorari, ad Augusti luudes ingeniose alia inseri, 
ipM carminis lectionc manifcttum Mit, et a vcteribuH quoqueGram- 
Mticii Jam monitum eit locis plurihus i sed, quantam vim ea rea 
•ddominationem Augutti comniendandam habere potiicrit« mihi 
non aatia conttare lubenter iateor. Nuquet si nova JEuqx tedea 
in Latio divinis humantHquo juribus vullnta fucrit, quale inde 
fropug^naculum novo August! regno partiim sii, intelligo ; ut 
adeoi ai demonstrari hoc possit, poetic consilium illud in JEneide 
condenda propositum fuisse, paruui feliciter eum in eo perficien- 
do et exseqtieiido versatum videri dicorem. 

" In eanuem tamen oninioncm jam ante Spencium inciderat vir 
Hoetus inter FrancogalloH, QI/Abb6 Vntryj qui imprimis simi- 
litndinem inter Mntas et August! personam et fortunam diserte 
psrsequitur. Inf^eniose eum ludere non neges ; et con venit ei cum 
nnltis alii^doctis viris, qui opinuntur, Augustum sub JEncus per- 
sona Mae adurabratum ; eo referunt multa alia. Vidcas nonnuU 
In tam egregie sibi placere in hoc iuvento, ut undiquo conquirant 
St venentur ea, qua* ad Augustum accomniodnri possint. Sic oris 
dignitat (]ib. i. dH^i, 0$ humerogque deos.) cum assentationc in 
Augustum memorata est. Ignosccn(]a hwc putcni alicui ex media 
sisentatorum turba^ qui Aneide lecta unam vel alteram ^ness 
isadem ad Augustum traheret, ut Principi palparet. Sed, ut 
Maro tam dissimiles personas^ fortunns, virtutes et i'acta ac res 
gsstaSf inter se compararo voluerit, milii quidem, si ejus judicium 
St elegantiam recte teneo, parum probubilo videtur. Saf)ientior 
Sfat ^taj et rei poeticw intelligentiori qunm ut talem cogitation 
asm in animum sdmittc*ret. Nam pra;terquum quod ^neie cha- 
rscterem non invenit^ sad ab aliis jam traditum accepit, circum- 
ipicieDdsB arant a |iocta virtutes Miiqid ejusmodi, quas in cpico ar* 
ffiincnto vim et splendorem haberent, et factorum^ quae enarranda 
eranti cauaaaa idoneas suppeditarent. Quod si ille studium suum 
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the ftment a^^ and likely to he such to their 
poHteritT. That it was the receired ofnoioii. that 
the Romana were descended Irom theTvojanSy and 
JathM Cassar from I&Ius the son of ifFnraa» was 
enoaj^h tor ^'irJ^I : though perhaps he thought not 
so hioLielf, or that iElneas ever was in Italj ; which 
Bochartus manifestly provesw And Homer, where 
he S3JS that Jupiter hated the house of Priam, and 
was resolred to transfer the kingdom to the family 
of JLneas, yet mentions nothing of his leading a 
oerfony into a foreign country, and settling there. 



|MMwre ToloisMC nuxime in hoc, ct JSncat Aogoilo anbnukntmr, 
qaan malta ec qaam panim conscntaoicm cpior nanatioiii, argu- 
laento, opens cfaancteri, icmponim ndom, illatonis m carmen 
•Biiin fiiijMt! 

^ EAdem fere via carmen mXtruut conditum a pacta Tisani jam 
dim erat R. Patri le Bossu, ut Romanos partim ad amplectendmn 
ct prolumdum prsesentem rerum statum adducere, partim Angus- 
tarn ad moderationem ac clementiam adhortari, et a dominationis 
libidine et impotent ia re^ocare voluerit. Sed nee huic consilio 
ul!a ex parte respondet .^neidi:! sivc ailment um sive tractatio : 
profugus ex urbe incensa .^neas novam sedem qua?ntj armis Tim 
iliatam propuisat, et sic porro ; quid tandem his iuest^ quod ad 
imperandi artes ac virtutcs s|)ectet ? FabuUe tamen Virgilianae 
universe inesse^ et in singulis carminis partibus aut locis ac ver- 
sibus occurrere talia, quie principibus pro salubribus pra?ceptit 
commendari possint, nemo ne^t ; quin pot i us inter utilitatet, 

aux poetarum carroinibus debentur, prxcipue hoc commemoimn* 
um est. Verum non pro])terea dici potest ac debet, in condendo 
carmine et in Tabula dclip^enda et ordinanda tale pneceptum pro- 
positum poetfl? fuisse, cujus explicandi causaa narrationem insti- 
taeret. Narrare ille voluit ac debuit rem nuif^nam et arduam et 
mirabilcm. Quod narratio ilia, et delectatio que inde accipitur, 
cum utilitate ad omnes hominum ordines, inprimisque ad princi- 
pum animos conjuncta est, hoc epics narrationi per se consenta- 
ueum est ; ipsa enim rei natura ita fert, ut magnorum vironun 
facta ma;;na et prsclara sine sununo ad hominum animos, mores 
ac virtu tem, fructu exponi et narrari ncqueant, multo magis ai 
cum sententiarum splendore et orationis omatu instituta sit nar- 
ratio*"— ViRo. a C. G, Ueyne. Disquisit. i. de Camu Epico. 
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But that the llomons valued themselves on their 
Trcgan ancestry, is so undoubted a truth, that I 
need not prove it. Even the seals which we have 
remaining of Julius Ca»ar, which we know to be 
antique. Have the star of Venus over them, (though 
they were all craven after his death,) as a note that 
he was deified. I doubt not but one reason, why 
Augustus should be so passionately concerned for 
the preservation of the ^^nei's, which its author had 
conaemned to be burnt, as an imperfect poem, by 
his last will and testament, was, because it did him 
a real service, as well as an honour ; tliat a work 
should not be lost, where his divine original was 
celebrated in verse, which had the character of im- 
mortality stamped upon it. 

Neither were the great lloman families, which 
flourished in his time, less obliged by hitn than the 
emperor. Your lordsliip knows with what address 
he makes mention of them, as captains of ships, or 
leaders in the war ; and even some of Italian ex- 
traction are not forgotten. These are the single 
stars which are sprinkled through the Mncis : but 
there are whole constellations of them in the Fifth 
Book. And 1 could not but take notice, when 1 
translated it, of some iUvouritc families to which 
he gives the victory and awards the prizes, in the 
person of his hero, at the funeral games which were 
celebrated in honour of Anchises. 1 insist not on 
their names ; but am pleased to find the Memmii 
amongst them, derived iroin Mncsthcus, because 
Lucretius dedicates to one of that family, a brancli 
of which destroyed Corinth. I likewise either 
found or formed an image to myself of the con- 
trary kind ; that those, who lost the prizes, wore 
sucli as had disobliged the poet, or were in disi^race 
with Augustus, or enemies to Maecenas ; and this 
was the poetical revenge he took ; for fj^cnus irri- 
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tabile potmm, bb Horace says.* When a poet is 
thoroughly provoked^ he will do himself justioc^ 
howeyer dear it cost him ; animamque in vubn^re 
poniL I think these are not bare imaginationa of 
my own, though I find no trace of them in the 
commentators ; but one poet may judge of another 
by himsel£ The vengeance we defer, is not for- 
gotten. 1 hinted before, that the whole Romum 
people were obliged by Virgil, in deriving them 
from Troy ; an ancestry which they affected. We 
and the French are of the same humour : they 
would be thought to descend from a son, I thioK, 
of Hector ; and we would have our Britain both 
named and planted by a descendant of JEneas. 
Spenser favours this opinion what he can. His 
Prince Arthur, or whoever he intends by him, is 
a Trojan. Thus the hero of Homer was a Greciao» 
of Virgil a Roman, of Tasso an Italian. 

I have transgressed my bounds, and gone farther 
than the moral led me ; but, if your lordship is not 
tired, I am safe enough. 

Thus far, I think, my author is defended. But, 
as Augustus is still shadowed in the person of 
JEneas, (of which I shall say more, when I come 
to the manners which the poet gives his hero,) I 
must prepare that subject, by shewing how dexte- 
rously he managed both the prince and people, so 
as to displease neither, and to do good to both ; 
which is the part of a wise and an honest man, 
and proves, that it is possible for a courtier not to 
be a knave. I shall continue still to speak my 



* I suspect our author spoke from recollection of some of hit 
own satirical strokes. Even in the ** Hind and Panther/' Sunder- 
land, a convert to the reh'gion defended by the poet, and Petre» 
the iiing's own chaplain and bosom counsellor, do not escape. 
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thovgliU like a free»bom subject, as I am ; though 
audi thuigi, perhaps, as no Dutch commentator 
oauld, and I am sure no Frenchman durst. I have 
aliwdy told your lordship my opinion of VirgU, 
that he was no arbitrary man. Ooliged he was to 
hia master for his bounty ; and he repays him with 
good counsel^ how to behave himself in his new 
momreby, so as to gain the affections of his sub» 
jects^ and deserve to be called the father of his 
omntry. From this consideration it is, that he 
obose^ for the ground- work of bis poem, one em- 
pire destroyed, and another raised from the ruins 
of it This was just the parallel. JEneas could not 
DKtend to be Priam's heir in a lineal succession ; 
for Anchises, the hero's father, was only of the se- 
cond branch of the royal family ; and Helenus, a son 
of Priam, was yet surviving, and might lawfully 
claim before him. It may be, Virgil mentions him 
on that account. Neither has he forgotten Pria- 
mus, in the fifth of his Mneis, the sou of Polites, 
youngest son to Priam, who was slain by Pyrrhus, 
in the second book, ^neas had only married 
Creiisa, Priam's daughter, and by her could have 
no title, while any of the male issue were remain- 
ing. In this case, the poet gave him the next title, 
which is that of an elective king. The remaining 
Trojans chose him to lead them forth, and settle 
them in some foreign country. Ilioneus, in his 
speech to Dido, calls him expressly by the name of 
kin^. Our poet, who all this while bad Augustus 
in his eye, had no desire he should seem to succeed 
by any right of inheritance derived from Julius 
Csesar, (such a title being but one degree removed 
from ronquest,) for what was introduced by force. 
by force may be removed. It was better for the 
people that they should give, than he should take ; 
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since that gift was indeed no more at bottom, than 
a trdst. Virgil gives us an example of this in the 
person of M esfentius : he governed arbitrarily ; he 
was expelled, and came to the deserved end cH all 
tyrants. Our author shews us another sort of 
kingship in the person of Latinus : he was de* 
scended from Saturn, and, as I remember, in the 
third degree. He is described a just and gradous 
prince, solicitous for the welfare of his people, al- 
ways consulting with his senate to promote the 
common good. We find him at the head of them, 
when he enters into the council-hall, speaking first, 
but still demanding their advice, and steering by it; 
as far as the iniquity of the times would suffer him. 
And this is the proper character of a king by inhe- 
ritance, who is born a father of his country, ^neas^ 
though he married the heiress of the crown, yet 
claimed no title to it during the life of his father- 
in-law. Pater arma Latiiius haheto, &c. are Vir- 
gil's words. As for himself, he was contented to 
take care of his country gods, who were not those 
of Latium ; wherein our divine author seems to 
relate to the after-practice of the Romans, which 
was to adopt the gods of those they conquered, or 
received as members of their commonwealth. Yet, 
withal, he plainly touches at the ofBce of the high- 
priesthood, with which Augustus was invested, and 
which made his person more sacred and inviolable, 
than even the tribunitial power. It was not there- 
fore for nothing, that the most judicious of all poets 
made that office vacant by the death of Panthds in 
the Second Book of the JEneis, for his hero to suc- 
ceed in it, and consequently for Augustus to enjoy. 
I know not that any of the commentators have 
taken notice of that passage. If they have not, I 
am sure they ought ; and if they have, I am not 
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indebted (to them for the observation. The words 
of Vii^ are very plain-— 

SAcra, iuoiijue Hii cammendat Trqfa penaten 

As for Augustus, or his uncle JuliuSi claiming by. 
descent from MneM, that title is already out of 
doors, iEneas succeeded not, but was elected. Troy 
was fore-doomed to iaU for ever. 

PMqtiam res Asia Pridndquc eoeriere gcntcm 
tmmeritam visum suj)€ris*'-»JRnei8, Lib. III. ▼. 1. 

Augustus, it is true, had onee resolved to rebuild 
that city, and there to make the seat of empire : but 
Horace writes an ode on purpose to deter nim from 
that thought ; declaring the place to be accursed, 
and that the gods would as often destroy it, as it 
should be raised.* Hereupon the emperor laid aside 
a project so ungrateful to the Roman people. But 
by this, my lord, wc may conclude, that he had still 
his pedigree in his head, and had an itch of being 
thought a divine khig, if his poets had not given 
him better counsel. 

I will pass by many less material objections, for 
want of room to answer them : what follows next 
it of great importance, if the critics can make out 
their charge ; for it is levelled at the manners which 
our poet gives his hero, and which are the same 
wbicn were eminently seen in his Augustus Those 
manners were, piety to the gods, and a dutiful af- 
fection to his father, love to his relations, care of 
his people, courage and conduct in the wars, grati- 
tude to those who had obliged him, and justice in 
general to mankind. 



The prophecy of Juno, in the Third Ode of the Third Book. 
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Titty t M your lordship teen, tekoi plaoe of dl^ » 
the chid" part of' hU character ; and the word iti 
I^tin is more full than it can possibly be expressed 
in any modem language ; for tticre it comprehends 
not only devotion to the gods, but filial love, and 
tender afTection to relations of all sorts. As in* 
stances of this, the deities of Troy, and his mm 
Penates, are made the companions of his flight ; 
they appear to him in his voyage, and advise him ; 
and at last he replaces them in Italy, thehr native 
country. For his father, he takes him on his back : 
be leads his little son : his wife follows hhn ; but, 
losing his footsteps through fear or ignorance,' he 
goes rack into the midst dT his enemies to find her, 
and leaves not his pursuit until her ghost appears, 
to forbid his farther search. I will say nothing of 
his duty to his father while he lived, his sorrow for 
his death, of the ^ames instituted in honour of his 
memory, or seekmg him, by his command, even 
after his death, in the Klysian fields. 1 will not 
mention his tenderness for his son, which every* 
where is viMible— of his raising a tomb for Polydo* 
rus, the obsequies for Miscmus, his pious remem- 
brance of Delphobus, the funerals of his nurse, his 
grief for I'allas, and his revenge taken on his mur- 
derer, whom otherwise, by his natural compassioh, 
he had forgiven : and then the poem had been left 
imperfect ; for we could have had no certain pros* 
pect of his happiness, while the last obstacle to it 
was unremoved. Of the other parts which com* 
pose Ids character, as a king, or as a general, I ne«d 
say nothing ; the whole ^inels is one continued 
instance of some one or other of them ; and where 
I find any thing of them taxed, it shall suffice me, 
as briefly as I can, to vindicate my divine master to 
your lordship, and by you to the reader. But herein 
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B^jgraii» in his admirable pre&ce to his translation 
of the JEneis, as the author of the Dauphin's Virgil 
justly calls it» has prevented me. HiKn I follow, 
and what I borrow irom him, am ready to acknow* 
ledge to him. For, impartially speaking, the French 
are as much better critics than the English, as they 
are worse poets. Thus we generally allow, that 
they better understand the management of a war 
than our islanders ; but we know we are superior 
to them in the day of battle. They value them- 
selves on their generals, we on our soldiers. But 
this is not the proper place to decide that question, 
if they make it one. I shall perhaps say as much 
of other nations, and their poets, excepting only 
Tasso ; and hope to make my assertion good, which 
IS but doing justice to my country; part of which 
honour will reflect on your lordship, wliose thoughts 
are always just, your numbers harmonious, your 
words chosen, your expressions strong and manly, 
your verse flowing, and your turns as happy as they 
are easv. If you would set us more copies, your 
example would make all precepts needless. In the 
mean time, that little you have written is owned, 
and that particularly by the poets, (who are a nation 
not over lavish of praise to their contemporaries,) 
as a principal ornament of our language ; but the 
sweetest essences are always confined in the small- 
est glasses. 
When I speak of your lordship, it is never a di- 

Ssasion, and therefore I need bog no pardon for it ; 
t take up S6grais where 1 lefl him, and shall use 
la less otlen than I have occasion for him ; for 
his preface is a perfect piece of criticism, full and 
dear, and digested into an exact method ; mine is 
kxw^ and, as I intended it, epistolary. Yet I dwell 
on many things, which he durst not touch ; for it 
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is dangerous to offend an arbitrary master ; and 
eveiT patron, who has the power of Augustus, has 
not his clemency. In short, my lord, I would not 
translate him, because I would bring you somewhat 
of my own. His notes and observations on every 
book are of the same excellency ; and, for the same 
reason, I omit the greater part 

He takes notice that Virgil is arraigned for pla^ 
cing piety before valour, and making that piety 
the chief character of his hero. I have said already 
from Bossu, that a poet is not obliged to make his 
hero a virtuous man ; therefore, neither Homer nor 
Tasso are to be blamed, for giving what predomi* 
nant quality they pleased to their first character 
But Virgil, who designed to form a perfect prince, 
and would insinuate that Augustus, whom he calls 
^neas in his poem, was truly such, found himself 
obliged to make him without blemish, thoroughly 
virtuous ; and a thorough virtue both begins and 
ends in piety. Tasso, without question, observed 
this before me, and therefore split his hero in two : 
he gave Godfrey piety, and liinaldo fortitude, for 
their chief qualities or manners. Homer, who had 
chosen another moral, makes both Agamemnon 
and Achilles vicious ; for his design was to in^ 
struct in virtue, by shewing the deformity of vice. 
I avoid repetition of what I have said above. What 
follows, is translated literally from S6grais. 

'' Virgil had considered, that the greatest virtues 
of Augustus consisted in the perfect art of govern- 
ing his people ; which caused him to reign for more 
than forty years in great felicity. He considered, 
that his emperor was valiant, civil, popular, eloquent, 
politic, and religious ; he has given all these quali- 
ties to Mneas. But, knowing that piety alone conu 
prehcnds the whole duty of man towards the gods, 

12 
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towards his ooimtry, and townnls liSs relations, he 
judged, that this oucht to be his first character, 
whom he would set for a pattern of perfection. In 
reality, they who believe, that the praises which 
arise from valour are superior to those which pro- 
ceed fh>m any other virtues, have not considered, 
(as they ought,) that valour, destitute of other vir- 
tues, cannot render a man worthv of any tme es- 
teem. That quality, which siirnines no more than 
an intrenid couragZ/may be sopamted ftt>m many 
odiers wtiich are good, and accompanied with many 
which are ill. A man may l)e very valiant, and 
yet impious and vicious. Ihit the same cannot be 
said of^pietv, which excludes all ill ({ualities, and 
comprehends even valour itself, with all other qua- 
lities which are good. Can we, for example, give 
the praise of valour to a man, who should see his 
flods profaned, and should want the courage to do- 
fend them ? to a man, who should abandon his fa- 
ther, or desert his king, in his last necessity ?** 

Thus for 86grais, m giving the profercnco to 
piety before valour. I will now follow him, where 
he considers this valour, or intrepid courngo, sin- 
gly in itself; and this also Virgil gives to his A^suenn, 
and that in a heroicnl dogroe. 

Having first concluded, that our ])oet did for the 
best in taking the first chunictcr of his hero from 
that essential virtue on which the rest depend, he 
proceeds to tell us, that, i!i the ton years' war of 
Troy, he was considered as the second champion of 
his coimtry, (allowing J lector the first ])luce ;) and 
this, even by the confession of llonior, who took 
all occasions of setting u]) his own count rvmen, the 
Grecians, and of undervaluing the Trojan chiefs. 
Hut Virgil (whom S^grais lorgot to (•ite) makes 
Diomede give him a higher character for strength 

VOL. XIV. I. 
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and courage. His testimony is this^ in the Eleventh 
Book: 



Steiitmu ida tupera conira. 



CotUulmusque mamu : experto credHCf quattius 
In clypeum auurgat, quo twrbine iorqueat koiUnm, 
Si dSto praterea tales IdoM tuUsset 
Terra virot, uUro Inachias venitsei ad urbes 
Dardanus, el verds lugeret Grasciajaiis. 
Qtddqmd tmud dura ceuatwm eH motma Trqfce, 
Hectorii JEneaque mamm victoria Oraiim 
Hamlt et in deetmum veetigia retulil ammm* 
Ambo ammis, ambo insignes pneilatUOus armis: 
Hie pieiatf prior. 

I give not here my translation of these 
(though I think I have not ill succeeded in them,) 
because your lordship is so great a master of the 
original, that I have no reason to desire you should 
see Virgil and me so near together ; but you* may 
please, my lord, to take notice, that the iLatin au- 
thor refines upon the Greek, and insinuates, that 
Homer had done his hero wrong, in giving the ad- 
vantage of the duel to his own countryman ; though 
Diomede was manifestly the second champion of 
the Grecians; and Ulysses preferred him before 
Ajax, when he chose him for the companion of his 
nightly expedition ; for he had a headpiece of his 
own, and wanted only the fortitude of another, to 
bring him off with safety, and that he might com- 
pass his design with honour. 

The French translator thus proceeds : •* They, 
who accuse ^neas for want of courage, either un- 
derstand not Virgil, or have read him slightly; 
otherwise they would not raise an objection so easy 
to be answered." Hereupon he gives so many in- 
stances of the hero's valour, that to repeat them 
after him would tire your lordship, and put me to 
the unnecessary trouble of transcribing the greatest 
part of the three last ^neids. In short, more could 
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not be expected from an Amadis, a Sir Ijanoelot, or 
the whole llound Table, than he performs. Proai- 
ma quaque metit gladio^ is the perfect account of a 
kni|;ht-errant. *^ If it be replied/' continues S^ 
grais, ** that it was not difficult for him to under- 
take and achieve such hardy enterprizes, because he 
wore enchanted arms ; that accusation, in the first 
place, must fall on Homer, ere it can reach Virgil.** 
Achilles was as well provided with them as ^neas, 
though he was invulnerable without them.* And 
Ariosto, the two Tassos, (Bernardo and Torquato,) 
even our own Spenser — in a word, all modern poets 
—have copied Homer as well as Virgil : he is nei- 
ther the first nor last, but in the midst of them ; 
and therefore is safe, if they are so. ** Who knows," 
says S^grais, *^ but that his fated armour was only 
an allegorical defence, and signified no more thaii 
that he was under the peculiar protection of the 
gods ? bom, as the astrologers will tell us out of 
Virgil, (who was well versed in the Chaldean mys- 
teries,) under the favourable influence of Jupiter, 
Venus, and the Sun." But I insist not on this, be- 
oauie I know you believe not there is such an art ; 
though not only Horace and Persius, but Augus- 
tus himself, thought otherwise. But, in defence 
of Virgil, I dare positively say, that he has been 
more cautious in this particular than either his pre- 
decessor, or his descendants : for jlt^ncas was actu- 
ally wounded, in the Twelfth of the iEneis ; though 
he had the same godsmithf to forge his arms as had 

* Dryden had forgot^ what he must certainly have known, that 
the fiction of Achilles being invulnerable, bears date long poste- 
rior to the days of Homer. In the Iliad he is actually wounded. 

t The fame compound is used in " Absalom and Acliitophel," 
as has beeo noticea by Mr Malone : 

Oodi they had tried of every nhupe and hi/e, 
That ((odMUiiths could produce, or prictttii deviav. 
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Achilles. It seems he was no tearhtek,* bb the 
Soots commonly call such men, who, they say, are 
iron-free, or lead-free. Yet, afler this experiment, 
that his arms were not impenetrable-*-when he was 
cured indeed by his mother's help, because he was 
that day to conclude the war by the death of Tur- 
nus — the poet durst not carry the miracle too far, 
and restore him wholly to his former vigour : he 
was still too weak to overtake his enemy ; yet we 
see with what courage he attacks Tumus, when 
he faces and renews the combat. I need say no 
more ; for Virgil defends himself without needing 
my assistance, and proves his hero truly to deserve 
that name. He was not then a second-rate cham- 
pion, as they would have him, who think fortitude 
the first virtue in a hero. But, being beaten from 
this hold, they will not yet allow him to be valiant, 
because he wept more often, as they think, than 
well becomes a man of courage. 

In the first place, if tears are arguments of 
cowardice, what shall I say of Homer's hero ? 
Shall Achilles pass for timorous, because he wept, 
and wept on less occasions than iEneas ? Herein 
Virgil must be granted to have excelled his mas« 



* The Scots, about Dryden's time, had many superstitions con- 
cerning individuals, whom they supposed to be shot-proof, by 
virtue of a satanic charm. The famous Viscount of Dundee was 
supposed to be invulnerable to bullets of lead ; and when Arch- 
bishop Sharpe was murdered, the assassins having missed him, al- 
though very near when they first discharged their pieces, imputed 
the scorched marks left by the powder on his skin to contusions 
received from their balls. But the word warlock^ or wartat^f 
means a male sorcerer in general ; and has not, as Dryden seems 
to suppose, any reference to this particular charm. It seems ra« 
ther to be derived from wird and laere, a compound which would 
imply " skilled in futurity." 



OF THE ^N£*iS. 165 

ter* For once both heroes are described lament* 
ing their lost loves: Briseis was taken away by 
force from the Grecians ; CreUsa was lost for ever 
to her husband. But Achilles went roaring along 
the salt-sea-shorc, and, like a boobyi was com** 
plaining to his mother, when he should have re- 
venged liis injury by arms* ^jteas took a no- 
bler course ; for, having secured his father and his 
son, he repeated all his former dangers, to have 
found his wife, if slie had been above ground. 
And here your lordship may observe the address 
of Virgil ; it was not for nothing that this pas« 
sage was related with all these tender circumstan- 
ces, ^neas told it : Dido heard it. That he had 
been so aflectionate a husband, was no ill argu- 
ment to the coming dowager, that he might prove 
as kind to her. Virgil has a tliousand secret 
beauties^ tliough I have not leisure to remark 
them. 

S^^j^is, on this subject of a hero shedding tears, 
observes, that historians commend Alexander for 
weeping when he read the mighty actions of Achil- 
les ; and Julius Cassar is likewise praised, when, 
out of the same noble envy, he wept at the victo- 
ries of Alexander. But, if we observe more close-, 
ly, we shall find, that the tears of iEncas were al- 
ways on a laudable occasion. Thus he weeps out 
of compassion and tenderness of nature, >vhen, io 
the temple of Carthage, he beholds the pictures of 
his friends, who sacrificed their lives in defence of 
their country. He deplores the lamentable end of 
his pilot Palinurus, the untimely death of young 
Pallas his confederate, and the rest, which I omit 
Yet, even for these tears his wretched critics dare 
condemn him. They make iEneas little better 
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than a kind of St Swithin * hero, always raining. . 
One of these censors is bold enough to argue him^s 
of cowardice, when, in the beginning of the firs 
book, he not only weeps, but trembles, at an a 
proaching storm-^ 

Extemfjio JEnece solvunturjngore membra : 
Ingemti ; el duplices tendens ad sidera ptdmaSf &c* 

But to this I have answered formerly, that his 
fear was not for himself, but for his people. And 
what can give a sovereign a better commendation, 
or recommend a hero more to the affection of the 
reader? They were threatened with a tempest, 
and he wept ; he was promised Italy, and there- 
fore he prayed for the accomplishment of that 
promise : — all this in the beginning of a storm ; 
therefore he shewed the more early piety, and the 
quicker sense of compassion. Thus much I have 
urged elsewhere in the defence of Virgil; and, sinee^ 
I nave been informed by Mr Mojrle, f a young 

Sintleman whom I can never sufficiently commeno, 
at the ancients accounted drowning an accursed 
death ; so that, if we grant him to have been afraid, 
he had just occasion for that fear, both in relation 
to himself and to his subjects. I think our adver- 
saries can carry this argument no farther, unless 
they tell us, that he ought to have had more confi- 



* The vulgar, to use Gaj*s apcount, believe. 

How if on Swithin^s feaf t the wdkin lowen. 
And everj penUhouM Rtreams with hasty showers ; 
Twice twenty days shaU dpvds ttmi fleeces drain. 
And wash the pavements with inoessant rain. 

t The son of Sir Walter Moylc^ an accomplished scholar, whom 
Dryden elsewhere mentions with esteem. He died in 1621. 
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denoe in the promise of the gods ; but how was he 
assured, that he had understood their oracles aright ? 
Helenus might be mistaken ; I'hocbus mi^ht speak 
doubtfully ; even his mother might flatterliim, that 
he might prosecute his voyage, which, if it succeed- 
ed happily, he should be the founder of an empire ; 
for, that slie herself was doubtful of his fortune, is 
apparent by the address she made to Jupiter on his 
benalf ; to which the god makes answer in these 
words: 

Paroe mciH, Cylhcrca : mancnt immota iuorum 
Fata tibit &c. 

notwithstanding which, the goddess, though com- 
fiirted, was not assured ; for, even after this, through 
the course of the whole yt^iiieis, she still apprehends 
the interest which Juno might make with Jupiter 
aminst her son. For it was a moot point in heaven, 
whether he could alter fate, or not. And indeed 
some passages in Virgil would make us suspect, that 
be was of opinion Jupiter might defer fate, though 
be oould not alter it ; for, in the latter end of the 
Tenth Book, he introduces Juno begging for the life 
of Tumus, and flattering her husband with the 
power of changing destiny ; TIk^, qui potes, arsa 
T^fiMkiB ! To whidi he graciously answers : 

Si mofaprmmiii /e6', iempuique caduco 
Oraiurfuvenit tn$que hoc tta ponere frn/if, 
ToUijigd TitrnHm,'atque instantibut er^^fitUi. 
Hadenui induimge vacai. Sin aUior Mt 
SaA precibut venia ulla latet, totumque moveri 
MtUariveptUoi helium, gpa poicis inanet* 

But, that he could not alter those decrees, the 
king q£ gods himself confesses, in the book above 
dted, when he comforts Hercules for the death of 
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Pallas, who had invoked his aid, before he threw 
his lance at Tumus*^ 



^Trma sub mamibus aUk, 



Toi nati cecidere deum ; quin occidii und 
Sarpedon, mea progenia, Etiatn sua Tumum 
Fata fnanenii metasjue daH peroemt ad im— 

where he plainly acknowledges, that he could not 
save his own son, or prevent the death which he 
foresaw. Of his power to defer the blow, I once 
occasionally discoursed with that excellent person 
Sir Robert Howard,* who is better conversant than 
any man that I know, in the doctrine of the Stoics ; 
and he set me right, from the concurrent testimony 
of philosophers and poets, that Jupiter could not 
retard the effects of fate, even for a moment. For, 
when I cited Virgil, as favouring the contrary opi- 
nion in that verse, 

ToUeJugd Tumum, atque imtaiUibus eripefat ii ■ 

he replied, and, I think, with exact judgment, that 
when Jupiter gave Juno leave to withdraw Tumu$ 
from the present danger, it was because he certain^ 
ly foreknew that his ratal hour was not come ; that 
it was in destiny for Juno at that time to save him ; 
and that himseUT obeyed destiny, in giving her that 
leave. ^ 

I need say no more in justification of our liero's 
courage, and am much deceived, if he ever be at- 



* It 18 agreeable to see, from this and other passages, that, 
notwithstanding an intervening rupture, our author, at the latter 
end of his life, was on good terms with his brother-in-law, to 
whom he was so much mdebted at the commencement of his 
poetical career. 
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tacked on thb side of his character again. But he 
is arraigned with more shew of reason by the ladies, 
who wQl make a numerous party against him, for 
being false to love, in forsaking Dido. And I omi 
not much blame them ; for, to say the trutht it ia 
an ill precedent for their gallants to follow. Yet, 
if I can bring him ofF with flying colours, they may. 
learn experience at her cost, and, for her sak^, avoid 
a cave, as the worst shelter they can chuse from a 
shower of rain, especially when they have a lover 
in their companv* 

In the first place, S(5grais observes, with much, 
acuteness, that they who blame ^Eneas for his in- 
sensibility of love when he left Carthage, contradict 
their former accusation of him, for being always 
crying, compassionate, and effeminately sensible of 
those misfortunes which befel others. They give 
him two contrary characters ; but Virgil makes hioi 
of a piece, always grateful, always tender-hearted*. 
But they are impudent enough to discharge them* 
selves of this blunder, by laying the contradigtiou 
at Virffil's door. He, say they, has shewn his hero 
with these inconsistent characters, aoknowl^dginff 
and ungrateful, compassionate and hard-hearted, 
but, at the bottom, fickle and self-intci*ested ; for 
Dido had not only received his weather-beaten 
troops before she saw him, and given them her 
protection, but had also offered them an equal share 
m her dominion— 

Fuldi et his mecum pariier comidere regnis f 
Urban quam itatuo, veHra est. 

t 

This was an obligement never to be forgotten ; 
and the more to be considered, because antecedent 
to her love. That passion, it is true, produced the 
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usual effects, of generosity, ^lantry, and care to 

E lease ; and thither we refer tibem. Jsut, when she 
ad made all these advances, it was still in his 
power to have refused them ; after the intriffue of 
the cave, (call it marriage, or enjoyment onfy,) he 
was no longer free to take or leave ; he had ac- 
cepted the favour, and was obliged to be constant^ 
if ne would be grateful. 

My lord, I have set this argument in the best 
light I can, that the ladies may not think I write 
booty ; and perhaps it may happen to me, as it 
did to Doctor Cudworth,* who has raised such 
strong objections against the being of a Gk)d, and 
Providence, that many think he has not answered 
them. You may please at least to hear the ad- 
verse party. S^grais pleads for Virgil, that no less 
than an absolute command from Jupiter could ex- 
cuse this insensibility of the hero, and this abrupt 
departure, which looks so like extreme ingratitude. 
But, at the same time, he does wisely to remem* 
ber you, that Virgil had made piety the first cha- 
racter of ^neas ; and, this being allowed, (as I am 
afraid it must,) he was obliged, antecedent to all 
other considerations, to search an asylum for his 
gods in Italy — ^for those very gods, I say, who 
had promised to his race the universal empire. 
Could a pious man dispense with the commands 
of Jupiter, to satisfy his passion, or (take it in the 
strongest sense) to comply with the obligations 6£ 
his gratitude ? Religion, it is true, must have moral 
honesty for its ground- work, or we shall be apt 
to suspect its truth ; but an immediate revelation 
dispenses with all duties of morality. All casuists 



* Author of the " True Intellectual System of the Univerw/' 

folio, 1678. 
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tmei that theft is a breach of the moral law ; yet, 
ifl might presume to mingle things sacred with 
probne, the Israelites only spoiled the Egyptians, 
not robbed them, because the propriety was trans- 
ferred by a revelation to their law-giver. I confess. 
Dido was a very infidel in this point ; for she would 
not believe, as Virgil makes her say, that ever Ju- 
piter would send Mercury on such an immoral er« 
nnd. But this needs no answer, at least no more 
than Virgil gives ii 



Fata oUiani; placidasque viri Deus ohstruii antes. 

This notwithstanding, as S6grais confesses, he 
might have shewn a little more sensibility when 
he left her ; for that had been according to his 
dmracter. 

But let Virgil answer for himsclH He still loved 
h«r, and struggled with his inclinations, to obey 
the gods : 



'Curam $ub cordc prrmebai, 



MuUa ganens, magnoque animum labefacius amore. 

Upon the whole matter, and humanly speaking, 
I doubt there was a fault somewhere ; ana Jupiter 
is better able to bear the blame, than cither Virgil 
or ^neas. The poet, it seems, had found it out, 
and therefore brings the deserting hero and the for- 
saken lady to meet together in the lower regions, 
where he excuses himself when it is too late ; and 
accordingly she will take no satisfaction, nor so 
much as hear him. Now S(5grais is forced to aban- 
don his defence, and excuses his author, by saying, 
that the Unci's is an imperfect work, and that aeath 
prevented the divine |K)et from reviewing it ; and 
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♦ Mfllioiiriif! \n vtfry iwverc on our author for creditin| 
»-f </( y, iii Virgil lia¥iii|{ rondcmned the i^neid to the flames. 
It U MiiiM liiiiinl hy the KIdcr I'Jiiiy. ** D, Augustus camuna 
nUU in-nnifi innh/i trafmnniti ejus verccundiamy veiuil ; maj 
it,t viitt Iv^lmmunm cuntmil, quam si ipse probassct*' — Hiat. 
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was of his party, and was of the first quality in 
Rome ; she was also present at the reading of the 
Sixth ^neid : and we Know not that she condemn- 
ed JKneas ; but we are sure she presented the poet» 
for his admirable elegy on her son Marcellus, 

But let us consider the secret reasons which Vir- 
gil had, for thus framing tliis noble episode, where- 
in the whole passion of love is more exactly descri- 
bed than in any other poet. Love was the theme 
of his Fourth itook ; and, though it is the shortest 
of the whole iFincis, yet there nc has given its be- 
ginning, its progress, its traverses, and its conclu- 
non ; and had exhausted so entirely this subject, 
that he could resume it but very slightly in the 
eight ensuing books. 

She was warmed with the graceful appearance of 
the hero ; she smothered those R])arkles out of de- 
cency ; but conversation blew them up into a flame. 
Then she was forced to make a confidante of her 
whom she best might trust, her own sister, who ap- 
proves the piussion, and thereby augments it : then 
succeeds her public owning it ; and, after that, the 
consummation* Of Venus and Juno, Jupiter and 
Mercury, I say nothing ; for they were all machi- 
ning work ; but, possession having cooled his lovo, 
as it increased hers, she soon perci'ived the change, 
or at least grew suspicious of a change ; this suspi- 
cion soon turned to jealousy, and jealousy to raije; 
then slie disdains and threatens, and again is humble, 
and entreats, and, nothing availing, despairs, curses, 
and at last becomes her ow!i executioner. See here 
the whole process of that passion, to which nothing 
can be added. 1 dare go no further, lest 1 shouUl 
lose the connection of my discourse.* 



* I am afraid, this pussago, given an a just description of love, 
tervci to confirm what is clsowhcrc stated i thut Dry den's ideas of 
^ female sex, and of the passion, were very gross and malicious. 
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To love our native country, and to study its 
benefit and its glory, io be interested in its eon- 
oems, is natural to all men, and is indeed our com- 
mon duty. A poet makes a farther step ; fort en- 
deavouring to do honour to it, it is allowable in him 
even to be partial in its cause ; for he is not tied to 
truth, or fettered by the laws of history. Homer 
and Tasso are justly praised for ch using their heroes 
out of Greece and Italy ; Virgil indeed made bis a 
Trojan ; but it was to derive the Romans and his 
own Augustus from him. But all the three poets 
are manifestly partial to their heroes, in favour of 
their country ; for Dares Fhrygius reports of Hec- 
tor, that he was slain cowardly : iBneas, according 
to the best account, slew not Mezentius, but was 
slain by him ; and the chronicles of Italy tell us 
little of that Rinaldo d'Este, who conquers Jerusa- 
lem in Tasso. He might be a champion of the 
church ; but we know not that he was so much as 
present at the siege. To apply this to Virgil, he 
thought himself engaged in honour to espouse the 
cause and quarrel of his country against Carthage. 
He knew he could not please the Romans better, or 
oblige them more to patronize his poem, than by 
disgracing the foundress of that city. He shews 
her ungrateful to the memory of her first husband, 
doting on a stranger ; enjoyed, and afterwards for- 
saken by him. This was the original, says he, of 
the immortal hatred betwixt the two rival nations. 
It is true, he colours the falsehood of j£neas by 
an express command from Jupiter, to forsake the 
queen, who had obliged him ; but he knew the 
Romans were to be his readers ; and them he bri- 
bed, perhaps at the expence of his hero's honesty ; 
but he gained his cause, however, as pleading before 
corrupt judges. They were content to see their 
founuer false to love ; for still he had the advan-^ 
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tage of the amour ; it was their enemy whom he 
forsook ; and she might have forsaken him, if he 
had not got the start of her ; she had already fbr- 
ip>tten her vows to her Sichaeus ; and varium et mu^ 
iabile temper Jemna, is the sharpest satire, in the 
fewest words, tliat ever was made on woman<^kind ; 
for both the adjectives are neuter, and animal must 
be understood, to make them grammar. Virgil does 
well to put those words into the mouth of Mercury. 
If a god had not spoken them, neither durst he have 
written them, nor I translated them. Yet the deity 
was forced to come twice on the same errand ; and 
the second time, as much a hero as iEneas was, 
lie frighted him. It seems he feared not Jupiter so 
much as Dido ; for vour lordship may observe, that, 
as much intent as be was upon his voyage, yet he 
still delayed it, till the messenger was obliged td 
tell him plainly, that if he weighed not anchor in 
the night, the queen would be with him in the 
morning — natumque^urens quidfeminapossit — she 
was injured ; she was revengeful ; she was power- 
ful. The poet had likewise before hinted, that the 
people were naturally perfidious ; for he gives their 
diaracter in the queen, and makes a proverb of 
Punicafides^ many ages before it was invented. 

Thus, I hope, my lord, that I have made good 
my promise, and justified the poet, whatever be* 
comes of the false knight. And sure a poet is as 
much privileged to lie as an ambassador, for the 
honour and interest of his country ; at least as Sir 
Henry Wotton has defined.* 



"^ 



• **LegeUus est vir hofiusfpcree^ri missus ad mcntiendum reipub" 
Bees cauia /*' a sentence which Sir I Icnry wrote in the Album of 
Christopher Flecainore, as he passed through Germany, when he 
went AS ambassador to Venice, These words, says his biographer, 
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This naturally leads mc to the defence of the 
famous anachronism, in making ^neas and Dido 
contemporaries ; for it is certain, that the hero 
lived almost two hundred years before the buildp 
ing of Carthage. One who imitates Boccalinii says, 
that Virgil was accused before Apollo for this error. 
The god soon found, that he was not able to defend 
his favourite by reason ; for the case was clear : be 
therefore gave this middle sentence, that any thing 
might be allowed to his son Virgil, on the account 
of his other merits ; that, being a monarch, he had 
a dispensing power, and pardoned him. But, that 
this special act of grace might never be drawn into 
example, or pleaded by his puny successors in jus* 
tification of their ignorance, he decreed for the fu- 
ture, no poet should presume to make a lady die for 
love two hundred years before her birth. To mo- 
ralize this story, Virgil is the Apollo who has this 
dispensing power. His great judgment made the 
laws of poetry ; but he never made himself a slave 
to them ; chronology, at best, is but a cobweb-law, 
and he broke through it with his weight. They who 
will imitate him wisely, must chuse, as he did, an 
obscure and a remote aera, where they may invent 
at pleasure, and not be easily contradicted. Neither 



Isaac Walton, ** he could have been content should have been 
thus Englished : An ambassador is an honest man, sent to lie abroad 
for the good of his country ; but the word mentiendum not admit- 
ting of a double meaning, tike lie^ (which at that time signified to 
sojourn, as well as to utter criminal falsehood,) thii pleasantry 
brought my Lord Ambassador into some trouble; Jibper Sciop- 
pius, a Romanist, about eight years afterwards, asserting in one 
of his works, that this was an acknowledged principle of the re- 
h'gion professed by King Jan^es, and those whom he employed 
as his representatives in foreign countries." See the Life ot Sir 
Henry Wotton, p. 38. edit. 1670.— Maw)NE, p. 4^86. Note. 

11 
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hci nor the Romans, had ever read the Bible» by 
which only his false computation of times can be 
made out against him. This S^grais says in his 
defence, ana proves it from his learned friend Bo- 
dhartus, whose letter on this subject he has printed 
at the end of the Fourth iEneid, to whidi I refer 
your lordship and the reader* Yet the credit of 
Virgil was so great, that he made this fable of his 
own invention pass for an authentic history, or at 
least as credible as any thing in Homer. Ovid takes 
it up after him, even in the same ages and makes 
an ancient heroine of Virgil's new-created Dido ; 
dictates a letter for her, just before her death, to the 
ungrateful fugitive ; and, very unluckily for him- 
self is for measuring a sword with a man so much 
suprior in force to him, ou the same subject. I 
thmk I may be judge of this, because I have trans- 
lated both.* The famous author of the '* Art of 
Love** has nothing of his own ; he borrows all from 
a greater master in his own profession ; and, which 
is worse, improves nothing which he finds. Nature 
iails him ; and, being forced to his old shift, he has 
recourse to witticism. This passes indeed with his 
wft admirers, and gives him the preference to Vir- 
gil in their esteem. But let them like ibr them- 
selves, and not prescribe to others ; for our author 
needs not their admiration. 

The motives that induced Virgil to coin this fa- 
ble, I have shewed already ; unci have also begun 
to shew, that he might make this anaithronism, by 
superseding the mechanic rules of poetry, for the 
same reason that a inonurcli may dispense with or 
suspend his own laws, when he finds it necessary 



* S«tiUie** Trantilution of Didu's Epixilc to /Kiu'as>" vol. XM. 
VOL.^XIV. M 
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SO to do, especially if those laws are not altogether 
fundamental Nothing is to be called a fault if^ 
poetry^ says Aristotle, out what is against the art ; 
therefore a man mav be an admirable poet, with- 
out being an exact cbronologcr. Shall we dare, con- 
tinues S6grai8, to condemn Virgil for having made 
f» fifft^n against the order of time, when we com- 
mend Ovid and other {Hiets, who have made many 
of their fictions against the order of nature ? For 
what else are the splendid miracles of the Metamor- 
phoses ? Yet these are beautiful as they are related, 
and have also deep learning and instructive mytho- 
logies couched under them : but to give, as Virgil 
d^ in this episode, the original cause of the long 
wars betwixt Rome and Carthage, to draw trutn 
out of fiction after so probable a manner, with mo 
much beauty, and so much for the honour of his 
country, was proper only to the divine wit of Maro ( 
and Tasso, in one of his discourses^ admires him for 
this particularly. It is not lawful, indeed, to con- 
tradict a point of history which is known to all the 
world, as, for example, to make Hannibal and Scipio 
contemporaries with Alexander ; but, in the dark 
recesses of antiquity, a i^reat poet mav and ought 
to feign such things as he finds not there, if they 
can be brought to embellish that subject which he 
treats. On the other side, the pains and diligence 
of Ul poets is but thrown away, when they want 
the genius to invent and feign agreeably. i)ut, if 
the fictions be delightful, (which they always are, 
if they be natural,) if they be of a piece ; if the be- 
ginning, the middle, and the end, be in their due 
places, and artfully united to each other, such works 
can never fail of their deserved success. And such 
is Virgil's episode of Dido and iEneas ; where the 
sourest critic must acknowledge, that, if he had 
deprived his JExieU of so great an ornament be* 
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cause he found no traces of it in antiquity^ he had 
avoided their unjust censure, but had wanted one 
of die greatest beauties of his poem. I shall say 
more or this in the next article of their charge 
against him, which is want of invention. In the 
mean time^ I may affirm, in honour of this episode^ 
that it is not only now esteemed the most pleasing 
entertiiinment of the ^neis, but was so accountea 
in his own age, and before it was mellowed into 
that reputation which time has given it ; for which 
I need produce no other testimony, than that of 
Ovid, his contemporary — 

Nee pan utta ma^ kptur de eorpore Mo, 
Quam nan kgUmofcederejuncha amor-^ 

where» by the way, you may observe, my lord, 
that Ovid, in those words, Non legiHmofiederejune" 
ku amor, will by no means allow it to be a lawful 
marriage betwixt Dido and j3£neas. He was in 
banishment when he wrote those verses, which I 
dte from his letter to Augustus : " You, sir," saith 
he, " have sent me into exile for writing ray • Art 
of Love,* and my wanton Elegies ; yet your own 
poet was happy in your good graces, though he 
Drought Dido and ^neas into a cave, and left them 
there not over-hones tly together. May I be so bold 
to ask your majesty, is it a greater fault to teach 
the art of unlawful love, than to shew it in the ac- 
tion ?" But was Ovid, the court-poet, so bad a cour- 
tier, as to find no other plea to excuse himself, than 
by a plain accusation of his master ? Virgil con- 
fessed it was a lawful marriage betwixt the lovers, 
that Juno the goddess of matrimony had ratified it 
hy her presence ; for it was her business to bring 
matters to that issue. That the ceremonies were 
short, we may believe; for Dido was not only 
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amorpus, but a widow. Mercury himself, though 
employed on a quite contrary errand, yet owns it 
a marriage by an inuendo — ^dchramque uxmius 
urhem extruis. He calls ^Eneas not only a husband, 
but upbraids him for being a fond husband, as the 
word tLXorius implies. Now mark a little, if your 
lordship pleases, why Virgil is so much concerned 
to make this marriage (for he seems to be the father 
of the bride himself and to give her to the bride- 

groom ;) It was to make way for the divorce which 
e intended afterwards ; for he was a finer flatterer 
than Ovid ; and I more than conjecture, that he 
•had in his eye the divorce which not long before 
had passed betwixt the emperor and Scribonia.* 
He drew this dimple in the cheek of ^neas, to 
prove Augustus of the same family, by so remark- 
able a feature in the same place. Thus, as we say 
in our home-spun English proverb, he killed two 
birds with one stone ; pleased the emperor, by gi- 
ving him the resemblance of his ancestor, and gave 
him such a resemblance as was not scandalous in 
that age. For, to leave one wife, and take another, 
was but a matter of gallantry at that time of day 
among the Romans. Neqve hcec in fosdera veni, 
is the very excuse which iEneas makes, when he 
leaves his lady : *^ I made no such bargain with 
you at our marriage, to live always drudging on at 
Carthage : my business was Italy ; and I never 
made a secret of it. If I took my pleasure, had not 
you your share of it ? I leave you free, at my de- 
parture, to comfort yourself with the next stranger 



• Tlie Emperor Augustus divorced Scribonta, his second wife, 
in order to make room for his uiarria^ with Livia. But the ar- 
gument of our author from the ^neid seems far-fetched. 
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who happens to be shipwreck'd on your coast Be 
as kind a hostess as you have been to me ; and you 
can never fail of atiother husband. In the mean 
time, I call the gods to witness, that I leave your 
shore unwillingly ; for, though Juno made the mar- 
riage, yet Jupiter commands me to forsake you.** 
This 18 the effect of what he saith, when it is dis- 
honoured out of Latin verse, into English prose. 
If the poet argued not aright, we must pardon 
him for a poor olind heathen, who knew no better 
morals. 

I have detained your lordship longer than I in- 
tended, on this objection, which would indeed 
weigh something in a spiritual court ; but I am 
not to defend our poet tncre. The next, I think, 
is but a cavil, though the cry is great against him, 
and hath continued from the time of Macrobius to 
this present ago. I hinted it before. They lay no 
less than want of invention to his charge — a capi- 
tal crime, I must acknowledge; for a poet is a 
maker,* as the word signifies ; and he, who catmot 
make, that is, invent, liath his name for nothing. 
That which makes this accusation look so strangcf 
at the first sight, is, that he has l)orrowed so many 
things from Homer, ApoUonius Khodius, and others 
who preceded him. But, in the first place, if in- 
vention is to be taken in so strict a sense, that the 
matter of a poem must be wholly new, and that in 
all its parts, then Scaligcr hath made out, saith 
S^grais, that the history of Troy was no more the 



* Tliii original and exprtisive word for a poet was long retatn- 
eil in Scotland.— Soe Dunbar's Lament for tlic Death of tlie Ma- 
kyrt. 

t Mr Malono reads— «o ttrong ; but ttlranfre here seems to sig- 
nity alarming^ or ttartUng- 
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invention of Homer, than of Virgil. There was 
not an old woman, or almost a child^ but had it in 
their mouths, before the Greek poet or his friends 
digested it into this admirable order in which we 
read it. At this rate, as Solomon hath told us, 
there is nothing new beneath the sun. Who then 
can pass for an inventor, if Homer, as well as Vir- 
gil, must be deprived of that glory ? Is Versailles 
the less a new building, because the architect of 
that palace hath imitated others which were built 
before it ? Walls, doors, and windows, apartments^ 
offices, rooms of convenience and magnificence, are 
in all great houses. So descriptions, figures, &bles, 
and the rest, must be in all heroic poems ; they are 
the common materials of poetry, furnished fixxn 
the magazine of nature ; every poet hath as much 
right to them, as every man hath to air or water. 

Quid prokibeHs aquas? Usus communis aquarum at. 

But the argument of the work, that is to say, its 
principal action, the oeconomy and disposition of it;, 
these are the things which distinguish copies from 
originals. The poet, who borrows nothing from 
others, is yet to be bom ; he and the Jews' Messias 
will come together. There are parts of the ^neis 
which resemble some parts both of the Ilias and of 
the Odysses ; as, for example, iBneas descended in^ 
to hell, and Ulysses had been there before him ; 
^neas loved Dido, and Ulysses loved Calypso ; in 
few words, Virgil hath imitated Homer's Odysses 
in his first six books, and, in his six last, the lUas. 
But from hence can we infer, that the two poets 
write the same history ? Is there no invention in 
some other parts of Virgil's ^neis? The disposition 
of so many various matters, is not that his own ? 
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3m what book of Homer had Virgil his episode 
Nisus and Euryahis, of Mezentius and Lausus ? 
:>m whence did he borrow his design of bringing 
neas into Italy ? of establishing the Roman em- 
e on the foundations of a Trojan colony ? to say 
:}iing of the honour he did his patron, not only 
his descent from Venus, but in making him so 
e her in his best features, that the goddess might 
re mistaken Augustus for her son. He had in- 
id the story from common fame, as Homer had 
from the-ifgyptian priestess. JEnead&m genetrix 
8 no more unknown to Lucretius than to him. 
t Lucretius taught him not to form his hero, to 
^ him piety or valour for his manners, and both 
BO eminent a degree, that, having done what was 
isible for man to save his king and country, . his 
»ther was forced to appear to him, and restrain 
fury, which hurried him to death in their re- 
ige. But the poet made his piety more success- 
; he brought oiF his father and his son ; and his 
is witnessed to his devotion, by putting them- 
^res under his protection, to be replaced by him 
their promised Italy. Neither the invention nor 
\ conduct of this great action were owing to Ho- 
t^ or any other poet. It is one thing to copy, 
1 another thing to imitate from nature. The 
net is that servile imitator, to whom Horace 
^68 no better a name than that of animal ; he will 
b BO much as allow him to be a man. Raphael 
Itated nature ; they who copy one of Raphaers 
fOes, imitate but him ; for his work is their origi- 
1. They translate him, as I do Virgil ; and fall 
short of him, as I of Virgil. There is a l:ind of 
rention in the imitation of Raphael ; for, though 
! thing was in nature, yet the idea of it was his 
'n. Ulysses travelled ; so did ^^neas : but nei- 
»r of them were the first travellers ; for Cain went 
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into the land of Nod before they were bom : and 
neither of the poets ever heard of such a man. If 
Ulysses had been killed at Troy, yet iBneas must 
have gone to sea, or he could never have arrived in 
Italy. But the designs of the two poets were as 
different as the courses of their heroes ; one went 
home, and the other sought a home. To return to 
my first similitude : suppose Apelles and Raphael 
had each of them painted a burning Troy, might 
not the modem painter have succeeded as weU as 
the ancient, though neither of them had seen the 
town on fire ? for the draughts of both were taken 
from the ideas which they had of nature. Cities 
had been burnt, before either of them were in be- 
ing. But, to close the simile as I began it ; they 
would not have designed it after the same manner : 
Apelles would have distinguished Fyrrhus firom the 
rest of all the Grecians, and shewed him forcing his 
entrance into Priam's palace ; there he had set him 
in the fairest light, and given him the chief place 
of all his figures ; because he was a Grecian, and he 
would do honour to his country. Raphael, who 
was an Italian, and descended from the Trojans, 
would have made .£neas the hero of his piece ; and 
perhaps not with his father on his back, his son in 
one hand, his bundle of gods in the other, and his 
wife following ; for an act of piety is not half so 
graceful in a picture, as an act of courage : He 
would rather have drawn him killing Androgeos, or 
some other, hand to hand ; and the blaze of the 
fires should have darted full upon his face, to make 
him conspicuous amongst hisTrojans. This, I think, 
is a just comparison betwixt the two poets, in the 
conduct of their several designs. Virgil cannot be 
said to copy Homer ; the Grecian had only the ad- 
vantage ot writing first. If it be urged, that I have 
granted a resemblance in some parts, yet therein 
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Virgil has excelled him. For, what are the tears of 
Calypso for being left, to the fury and death of 
Dido ? Where is there the whole process of her pas- 
sion, and all its violent effects to be found, in the 
languishing episode of the Odysses ? If this be to 
copy, let the critics shew us the same dispositions, 
features, or colouring, in their original. The like 
may be said of the descent to hell, which was not 
of Homer's invention neither ; he had it from the 
story of Orpheus and Eurydice. Dut to what end 
did Ulysses make that journey ? iEneas luidertook 
it by the express commandment of his father*s 
|{host ; there he was to shew him all the succeed- 
mg heroes of his race, and, next to llomulus, (mark 
if you please, the address of Virgil,) his own patron, 
Augustus Oesar. Anchises was likewise to instruct 
him how to manage the Italian war, and how to 
conclude it with his honour ; that is, in other words, 
to lay the foundations of that empire which Augus- 
tus was to govern. This is the noble invention of 
our author ; but it hath been copied by so many 
sign-post daubers, that now it is grown fulsome, 
rather by their want of skill, than by the com- 
monness. 

In the last place, I may safely grant, that, by 
reading Homer, Virgil was taught to imitate his 
invention — that is, to imitate like him ; which is 
no more than if a painter studied lluphael, that ho 
might learn to design after his manner. And thus 
I might imitate Virgil, if 1 were capable of writing 
a heroic poem, and yet the invention be my own : 
but I should endeavour to avoid a servile copying. 
I would not give the same story under other names, 
with the same characters, in the same order, and 
with the same sequel ; for every common reader to 
find me out at the first sight for a plagiary, and 
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cry, — This I read before in Virgil, in a better lan- 
guage, and in better verse. This is like Merry An- 
drew on the low rope, copying lubberly the same 
tricks which his master is so dexterously perform- 
ing on the high. 

I will trouble your lordship but with one olnec- 
tion more, which I know not whether I found in 
Ijc F6vre, or Valais ; but I am sure I have read it 
in another French critic, whom I will not name, be- 
cause I think it is not much for his reputation.* 
Virgil, in the heat of action — suppose, for exam- 
ple, in describing the fury of his hero in a battle^ 
when he is endeavouring to raise our concernments 
to the highest pitch — ^tums short on the sudden in- 
to some similitude, which diverts, say they, your 
attention from the main subject, and mis-spend9 
it on some trivial image. He pours cold water 
into the cauldron, when his business is to make it 

boilf 

This accusation is general against all who woidd 
be thought heroic poets ; but I think it touches 
Virgil less than any. He is too great a master of 
his art, to make a blot which may so easily be 
hit. Similitudes, as I have said, are not for tra- 
gedy, which is all violent, and where the passions 
are in a perpetual ferment ; for there t}iey deaden 
where they should animate ; they are not of die na- 
ture of dialogue, unless in comedy : a metaphor is 
almost all the stage can suffer, which is a kind of 
similitude comprehended in a word. But this figure 



* Dacier* 

f I fear there is something in this objection. Virgil, who lired 
in a peaceful court, does not draw his battles with the animation 
and reality of Homer, who, if he was not himself a warrior^ 
the poet of a rude and warlike age* 
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has a contrary effect in heroic poetry ; there it is 
employed to raise the admiration, which is its pro- 
per business ; and admiration is not of so violent a 
nature as fear or hope, compassion or horror, or any 
concernment we can have ifbr such or such a person 
on the stage. Not but I confess, that simihtudes 
and descriptions, when drawn into an unreasonable 
length,, must needs nauseate the reader. Once, I 
remember, and but once, Virgil makes a similitude 
of fourteen lines ; and his description of Fame is 
about the same number. He is blamed for both ; 
and I doubt not but he would have contracted 
them, had he lived to have reviewed his work ; but 
faults are no precedents. This I have observed of 
his similitudes in general, that they are not placed, 
as our unobscrving critics tell us, in the heat of 
any action, but commonly in its declining. When 
he has warmed us in his description as much as 
possibly he can, then, lest that warmth should Ian- 

Suish, he renews it by some apt similitude, which 
lustrates his subject, and yet palls not his audi- 
ence. I need give your lordship but one example 
of this kind, and leave the rest to your observation, 
when next you review the whole ^ncis in the ori- 
ginal, unblemished by my rude translation. It is 
m the first book, where the poet describes Neptune 
composing the ocean, on which iBolus Iiad raised a 
tempest without his permission. He had already 
chidden the rebellious winds for obeying the com- 
mands of their usurping master ; he had warned 
them from the seas ; he had beaten down the billows 
with his mace, dispelled the clouds, restored the 
sunshine, while Triton and Cymothoe were heaving 
the ships from off the quick-sands, before the poet 
would offer at a similitude for illustration : 

Ac, veluii magtio in liopulo cum satpc coorta est 
SeditiOf savUque ammts ignobile vuii^us. 
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Jamque faces el saxa volant ; furor arma minuirai ; 
Ttinif jneiate pravem ac merUu it forte virum quern 
Conspexere, ttlerUf arrecHsque auribtu aditant ; 
lUe regit dktU animos, eijpectara mulcei : 
Sic eunctus pdagi ceciditjragor, cequora pottquam 
Proipiciens genttoTi cceloque tnvectus aperto^ 
Flectii equos, currAque volans dot lora secundo. 

• • 

This is the first similitude which Virgil makes 
in this poem, and one of the longest in the whole ; 
for which rieason I the rather cite it. While the 
storm was iti its fury, any allusion had been impro- 
per ; for the poet could have compared it to no- 
thing more impetuous than itself; consequently he 
could have made no illustration. If he could nave 
illustrated, it had been an ambitious ornament out 
of season, and would have diverted our concern-* 
ment : nunc non erat his locus ; and therefore he 
deferred it to its proper place.* 

These are the criticisms of most moment which 
have been made against the ^neis by the ancienta 
or modems. As for the particular exceptions against 
this or that passage, Macrobius and Pontanus have 
answered them already. If I desired to appear 
more learned than I am, it had been as easy for me 
to have taken their objections and solutions, as it is 
for a country parson to take the expositions of the 
fathers out of Junius and Tremellius,f and not to 



* Unquestionably the description, in the passage quoted^ and 
the simile^ aid each other with great mutual effect. 

f Commentators on the Scripture, mentioned by our author 
in the '* Rcligio Laici/' where, speaking of Dickenson's transla- 
tion of Fere 8imon*s '' Critical History of the Old Testament," 
he calls it 

A treasure, which, if country curatcn buy, 

They Junius and Trunellius may defy. — Vol* X. p> 44. 
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have named the authors from whence I had them ; 
for 80 Rua2U8| otherwise a most judicious commen- 
tator on Virgil's works, has used Pontunus, his 
greatest benefactor ; of whom he is very silent ; 
and I do not remember that he once cites him. 
What follows next, is no objection ; for that im- 

Clies a fault : and it had been none in Virgil, if he 
ad extended the time of \m action beyond a year. 
At least Aristotle has set no precise limits to it. 
Homer*s, we know, was within two months : Tasso, 
I am sure, exceeds not a summer ; and, if I exa- 
mined him, perhaps he might be reduced into a 
much less compass. Bossu leaves it doubtful whe- 
ther Virgil's action were within the year, or took up 
some months beyond it. Indeed, the whole dis- 
pute is of no more concernment to the common read- 
er, than it is to a ploughman, whether February 
this year had 88 or Sg days in it. But, for the sa- 
tisfaction of the more curious, (of which number I 
am sure your lordship is one,) I will translate what 
I think convenient out of Sdgrais, whom perhaps 
vou have not read ; for he has made it highly pro- 
bable, that tlie action of the ^^iUeis began in the 
spring, and was not extended beyond the autumn. 
And we have known campaigns that have begun 
sooner, and have ended later. 

Ronsard, and the rest whom S6grais names, who 
are of opinion, that the action of this poem takes 
up almost a year and half, ground their calculation 
thus. Anchises died in Sicily at the end of winter, 
or beginning of the spring, ^^neas, immediately 
after the interment of his father, puts to sea for 
Italy. He is surprised by the tempest described 
in the beginning of the tinst book ; and tlierc it 
is that the scene of the poem oj)cns, and where 
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the action must commence. He is driven by this 
storm on the coasts of Afric ; he stays at Carthage 
all that summer, and almost all the winter follow* 
ing, sets sail again for Italy just before the begin- 
ning of the spring, meets with contrary winds, and 
makes Sicily the second time. This part of the ac- 
tion completes the year. Then he celebrates the 
anniversary of his father's funeral ; and shortly af» 
ter arrives at Cumce ; and from thence his time is 
taken up in his first treaty with Latinus, the over- 
ture of the war, the siege of his camp by Tumus^ 
his going for succours to relieve it, his return, the 
raising of the siege by the first battle, the twelve 
days' truce, the second battle, the assault of Lau- 
rentum, and the single fight with Tumus; all which, 
they say, cannot take up less than four or five 
months more ; by which account, we cannot sup- 

{)ose the entire action to be contained in a much 
ess compass than a year and half. 

S6grais reckons another way ; and his computa- 
tion IS not condemned by the learned Ruceus, who 
compiled and published the commentaries on our 
poet, which we call the Dauphin's Virgil. 

He allows the time of the year when Anchises 
died to be in the latter end of winter, or the begin- 
ning of the spring : he acknowledges, that, when 
JQneas is first seen at sea afterwards, and is driven 
by the tempest on the coast of Afric, is the time 
when the action is naturally to begin : he confesses, 
further, that ^neas left Carthage in the latter end 
of winter ; for Dido tells him in express terms, as 
an argument for his longer stay, 

Quinetiam hibcrno moliris sidere classem. 

But, whereas Ronsard's followers suppose, that, 
when ifllneas had buried his father, he set sail im- 
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mediately for Italy, (though the tempest drove him 
on the<$ofi8t of Curttiage,^ Sdgrais will by no means 
allow tliat supposition, out thinks it much more 
mobablei that lie remained in Sicily till the midst of 
July, or the beginning of August ; at which time 
he places the first appearance of his hero on the sea ; 
ana there opens tiie action of the poem. From 
which beginning, to the death of lurnus, which 
concludes the action, there need not be supposed 
above ten months of intermediate time : for, arri- 
ving at Carthage in the latter end of summer, stay- 
ing there the winter following, departing thence in 
the very beginning of the spring, making a short 
abode in Sicily the second time, landing in Ihdy, 
and making the war, may be reasonably iudged the 
business but of ten months. To this the llonsar- 
diana reply, that, having been for seven years be- 
fore in quest of Italy, and having no more to do in 
Sicily than to inter his father — afler that office was 

Csrformed, what remained for him, but, without de- 
y» to pursue his first adventure ? To which S^grais 
answers, that the obsequies of his father, according 
to the rites of the Greeks and Romans, M'ould de- 
tain him for many days ; that a longer time must 
be taken up in the rehtting of his ships after so te- 
dious a voyage, and in refreshing his weather-beaten 
soldiers on a friendly coast. 1 hese indeed are but 
suppositions on both sides ; yet those of Sdgrais 
seem better grounded : for the feast of Dido, when 
she entertained tineas first, has the appearance of a 
summer^s night, which seems already almost ended, 
when he begins his story ; therefore the love was 
made in autumn : the hunting followed properly 
when the heats of that scorching country were de- 
clining ; the winter was i)a8sed in jollity, as the sea- 
son and their love required ; and ho left her in the 
latter end of winter, as is already proved. This 
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opinion is fortified by the arrival of ^neas at the 
mouth of Tyber ; which marks the season of the 
spring ; that season being perfectly described by the 
singing of the birds saluting the dawn, and by the 
beauty of the place, which the poet seems to have 
painted expressly in the seventh ^neid : 

Aurora in roseisjiilgebai hUea IdgU, 
Cum venti posuere. 

FaricBf ctrcumaue iupraquct 
AasueiCB ripis volucres, etfiuminu aweo, 
' Mtkera mulcehant cantu. 

The remainder of the action required but three 
months more: for, when ^Eneas went for succour 
to the Tuscans, he found their army in a readiness 
to march, and wanting only a commander : so that, 
according to this calculation, the Mneis takes not 
up above a year complete, and may be comprehend- 
ed in less compass. 

This, amongst other circumstances treated more 
at large by S^grais, agrees with the rising of Orion,, 
which caused the tempest described in the begin- 
ning of the First Book. By some passages in the 
** Pastorals," but more particularly in the ** Greor- 
gics," our poet is found to be an exact astronomer, 
according to the knowledge of that age. Now Ilio- 
neus (whom Virgil twice employs in embassies, as 
the best speaker of the Trojans) attributes that tem- 
pest to Orion, in his speech to Dido : 

Cum, subito assurgens JluctUf nimbosus Orion'^ 

He must mean either the heliacal, or achronical 
rising of that sign. The heliacal rising of a con- 
stellation is, when it comes from under the rays of 
the sun, and begins to appear before day-light ; the 
achronical rising, on the contrary, is when it ap- 
pears at the close of day, and in opposition to the 
'^•ui's diurnal course. 
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The heliacal rising of Orion is at present coinpu« 
ted to be about the sixth of July ; and about tnat 
time it is, that he either causes or presages tem- 
pests on the seas. 

S6grais has observed farther, that, when Anna 
counsels Dido to stay ^neas during the winter, 
she speaks also of Orion— 

Dumpdago desavU hietm, et aquoiui Orion. 

If therefore Ilioneus, according to our supposi- 
tion, understand the heliacal rising of Orion, Anna 
must mean the achronical, which the different epi^ 
thets ^ven to that constellation seem to manifest. 
Ilioneus calls him nimbosua ; Anna, aquosua. He is 
tempestuous in the summer, when he rises helia- 
cally, and rainy in the winter, when he rises achro- 
nically. Your lordship will pardon me for the fre- 
quent repetition of these cant words, which I could 
not avoid in this abbreviation of S6grais, who, I 
think, deserves no little commendation in this new 
criticism.^ 

I have yet a word or two to say of VirgiVs ma- 
chines, from my own observation of them. He has 
imitated those of Homer, but not copied them. It 
was established, long before this time, m the Roman 
religion as well as in the Greek, that there were 
gods ; and both nations, for the most part, wor- 
shipped the same deities ; as did also the Trojans, 
from whom the Romans, I suppose, would rather 
be thought to derive the rites of their religion, than 



* This display of learning seems a little out of place. Undoubt- 
edly it was important^ if the accusation had been, th/it Virgil had 
misplaced his seasons. But, as to the mere lengtli (»f time em- 
ployed in his epic, there seems no better reason why it Hhould 
ue a year than a month, or two years than onci so long as tlie in- 
tcrest is effectually maintained. 

VOL. XIV. N 
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ing about his head, disheartened him in the duel, 
and presaged to him his approaching death, I might 
have placed it more properly amongst the objec- 
tions : for the critics, who lay want of courage to 
the charge of Virgil's hero, quote this passage as a 
main proof of their assertion. They say our author 
had not only secured him before the duel, but also, 
in the beginning of it, had given him the advantage 
in impenetrable arms, and in his sword ; for that of 
Tumus was not his own, which was forged by Vul- 
can for his father, but a weapon which he had 
snatched in haste, and by mistake, belonging to his 
diarioteer Metiscus; that, after all this, Jupiter, 
who was partial to the Trojan, and distrustful of 
the event, though he had hung the balance, and 
given it a jog of his hand to weigh down Turnus, 
thought convenient to give the Fates a collateral 
security, by sending the screech-owl to discourage 
him : for which they quote these words of Virgil, 



'Non me iua turbida virius 



Terret, ait : dt me ierrent, et Jupiter hasiis,^ 

In answer to which, I say, that this machine is one 
of those which the poet uses only for ornament, and 
not out of necessity. Nothing can be more beauti- 
ful or more poetical than his description of the three 
Dirae, or the setting of the balance, which our Mil- 
ton has borrowed from him, but employed to a dif- 
ferent end ; for, first, he makes God Almighty set 
the scales for St Gabriel and Satan, when he knew 
no combat was to follow ; then he makes the good 



* These lines are inaccurately quoted, for 

■ ■■ " Non me tuafervida terrent 

Dlcia^feroXy &c* 

* jflneld, xii. L 895. 
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angel's scale descend, and the Devil's mount, quite 
contrary to Virgil, if I have translated the three 
verses according to my author's sense : 

Jkpiter ipse duos cequaio examine lancet 
SuHvnet ;. etfata imponit diversa duorum / 
Quern damnet labor f et quo vergai pondere letum. 

for I have taken these words, quern damnet lobar, in 
the sense which Virgil gives them in another place, 
'--^mnabis tu quoqne votis^ — to signify a prosperous 
event. Yet I dare not condemn so great a genius 
as Milton : for I am much mistaken if he alludes 
not to the text in Daniel, where Belsnazzar was put' 
into the balance, and found too light. — ^This is di- 
gression ; and I return to my subject. I said above, 
that these two machines of the balance and the Dira 
were only ornamental, and that the success of the 
duel had been the same without them : for, when 
iGneas and Turnus stood fronting each other bef(»re 
the altar, Turnus looked dejected, and his colour 
faded in his face, as if he desponded of the victory 
before the fight ; and not only he, but all his party, 
when the strength of the two champions was judg- 
ed by the proportion of their limbs, concluded it 
was impar pugna, and that their chief was over- 
matched : whereupon Jutuma (who was of the same 
opinion) took this opportunity to break the treaty 
and renew the war. Juno herself had plainly told 
the nymph beforehand, that her brother was to 
fight 

ImparibusJatiSf nee dis nee viribus acquis / 

SO that there was no need of an apparition to flight 
Turnus : he had the presage within himself of his 
impending destiny. The Dira only served to con- 
firm him in his first opinion, that it was his destiny 



OF THE -«NKls. 199 

to die in the ensuing combat ; and in this sense are 
those words of Virgil to be taken, 

Non me tua iurbida virtus 
Terretf ait : dt me lerreni, et Jupiter host is,* 

I doubt not but the adverb solum is to be under- 
stood ; " It is not your [valour] ow/y that gives me 
this concernment ; but I find also, by this portent, 
that Jupiter is my enemy :" for Turn us fled before, 
when his first sword was broken, till his sister sup- 
plied him with a better ; which indeed he could 
not use, because ^^ncas kept him at a distance with 
his spear. I wonder llueeus saw not this, where he 
diarges his author so unjustly, for giving Turnus a 
second sword to no purpose. How could he fasten 
a blow, or make a thrust, when he was not suffered 
to approach ? Besides, the chief errand of the Dira 
was to warn Juturna from the field ; for she could 
have brought the chariot again, when she saw her 
brother worsted in the duel. I might farther add, 
that ^neas was so eager of the fight, that he left 
the city, now almost in his possession, to decide his 
quarrel with Turnus by the sword : whereas Turnus 
had manifestly declined the combat, and suffered 
his sister to convey him as far from the reach of his 
enemy as she could — I say, not only suffered her, 
but consented to it ; for it is plain, he knew her, by 
these words : 

soror, et dudum agnovit cum prima per artem 
Fadera turbditi, teque hose in oella dedisti; 
Et nunc necquidquamfalUs dea, ■ 

* Misquoted ogain; for 

wow me tua Jhrvlda terrent 

I think the passage may easily be interpreted without dispa- 
ragement of iEneas's valour, even without adopting Dryden'M con- 
struction* Turnus^ a brave and proud man^ reduced to the hu- 
miliating situation of confessing his fears, naturally imputes them 
to the more honourable cause, a dread, namely, of supernatural 
interference. To confess his terror to arise from the force of his 
mortal adversary, would have been degrading to his character. 



200 DEDICATION 

I have dwelt so long on this subject, that I must 
contract what I have to say in reference to my 
translation, unless I would swell my preface into a 
volume, and make it formidable to your lordship, 
when you see so many pages yet behind. And in- 
deed what I have already written, either in justifi- 
cation or praise of Virgil, is against myself, for pre- 
suming to copy, in my coarse English, the thoughts 
and beautiful expressions of this inimitable poet, 
who flourished in an age when his language was 
brought to its last perfection, for which it was par- 
ticularly owing to him and Horace. I will give 
vour lordship my opinion, that those two friends 
had consulted each other's judgment, wherein they 
should endeavour to excel ; and they seem to have 
pitched on propriety of thought, elegance of words, 
and harmony of numbers. According to this mo- 
del, Horace writ his Odes and Epodes : for his Sa- 
tires and Epistles, being intended wholly for in- 
struction, required another style — 

Omari res ipsa negat, conienta docerir^ 

and therefore, as he himself professes, are ^emumi 
prcpiara, nearer prose than verse. But Virgil, who 
never attempted the lyric verse, is everywhere ele- 
gant, sweet, and flowing in his hexameters. His 
words are not only chosen, but the places in which 
he ranks them for the sound. He who removes 
them from the station wherein their master set 
them, spoils the harmony. What he says of the 
Sibyl's prophecies, may be as properly applied to 
every word of his : they must be read in order as 
they lie ; the least breath discomposes them ; and 
somewhat of their divinity is lost. I cannot boast 
that I have been thus exact in my verses ; but I 
have endeavoured to follow the example of my mas- 
ter, and am the first Englishman, perhaps, who made 
it his design to copy him in his numbers, his choice 
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of words, and his placing them for the sweetness of 
the sound. On this last consideration, I have shun- 
ned the camra as much as possibly I could : for, 
wherever that is used, it gives a roughness to the 
verse ; of which we can have little need in a lan- 
guage which is overstocked with consonants.* Such 
IS not the Latin, where the vowels and consonants 
are mixed ip proportion to each other : yet Virgil 
judged the vowels to have somewhat of an over- 
balance, and therefore tempers their sweetness with 
c€B$uras. Such difference there is in tongues, that 
the same figure, which roughens one, gives majesty 
to another : and that was it which Virgil studied in 
his verses. Ovid uses it but rarely ; and hence it 
ia that his versification cannot so properly be called 
sweet, as luscious. The Italians are forced upon it 
once or twice in every line, because they have a re- 
dundancy of vowels in their language. Their me« 
tal is so soft, that it will not com without alloy to 
harden it. On the other side, for the reason already 
named, it is all wc can do to give sufficient sweet- 
ness to our language : we must not only chuse our 
words for elegance, out for sound; to perform which, 
a mastery in the language is required ; the poet 
must have a magazine of words, and have the art 
to manage his few vowels to the best advantage, 
that they may go the farther. He must also know 
the nature of the vowels — which are more sonorous, 
and which more soft and sweet — and so dispose 
them as his present occasions require : all which, 
and a thousand secrets of versification beside, he 
may learn from Virgil, if he will take him for his 
guide. If he be above Virgil, and is resolved to 



* It U sio^ular, that, under thii conviction, Dryden should havo 
complied with the custom of hit ago, in itriking out the vowel 
before the end of luch words at winged. 
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follow his own verve^ (as the French call it,) the pro- 
verb will fall heavily upon him :— '^ Who teaches 
himself, has a fool for his master.** 

Virgil employed eleven years upon his ^neis ; 
yet he left it, as he thought himself, imperfect; 
which when I seriously consider, I wish, that, in- 
stead of three years which I have spent in the trans- 
lation of his works, I had four years more allowed 
me to correct my errors, that I might make my 
version somewhat more tolerable than it is : for a 
poet cannot have too great a reverence for his read^ 
ers, if he expects his labours should survive him. 
Yet I will neither plead my age nor sickness, in ex- 
cuse of the faults which I nave made : that I want- 
ed time, is all that I have to say ; for some of my 
subscribers grew so clamorous, that I could no long- 
er defer the publication. I hope, from the candour 
of your lordship, and your often experienced good- 
ness to me, that, if the faults are not too many, you 
will make allowances with Horace : 



w filura ttUeni in carmine^ non e^ paucU 
Offendar macuUs, quas aut incuriaJudU^ 
Aut humana parum cavb naiura^~~' 

You may please also to observe, that there is not, 
to the best of my remembrance, one vowel gaping 
on another for want ofaca^ura^ in this whole poem : 
but, where a vowel ends a word, the next begins 
either with a consonant, or what is its univalent ; 
for our JV and H aspirate, and our dipthongs, are 
plainly such. The greatest latitude I take is in the 
letter K, when it concludes a word, and the first 
syllable of the next begins with a voweL Neither 
need I have called this a latitude, which is only an 
explanation of this general rule — that no vowel can 
be cut off before another, when we cannot sink the 
pronunciation of it ; as he, she, me, I, &c. Virgil 
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I 

thinks it sometimes a beauty to imitate the license 
of the Greeks, and leave two vowels opening on 
each other, as in that verse of the Third Pastoral, 

Et succui peeori, et lac suhducilur agnis. 

But, nobis nan licet esse tarn diseriis, at least if we 
study to refine our numbers. I have long had by 
me the materials of an English Prosodia, containing 
all the mechanical rules of versification, wherein I 
have treated, with some exactness, of the feet, the 
quantities, and the pauses. The French and Ita- 
lians know-nothing of the two first ; at least their 
best poets have not practised them. As for the 
pauses^ Mallierbe first brought them into France 
within this last century ; and we see how they 
adorn their Alexandrines. . But, as Virgil pro- 
pounds a riddle, which he leaves unsolved — 

Die, quUtus in ierris, inscripti nomina regum 
Nascantur Jlores ; et Pkyltida solus habetO'^ 

SO I will give your lordship another, and leave the 
exposition of it to your acute judgment. I am sure 
there are few who make verses, have not observed 
the sweetness of these two lines in Cooper's Hill : 

Though deep, yet clear ; though gentle, yet not dull ; 
Strong without rage ; without o'erflowing, full—* 

and there are yet fewer who can find the reason of 
that sweetness. I have given it to some of my 
friends in conversation ; and they have allowed the 



^ This celebrated couplet occurs in Sir John Denham's *< Coop- 
er's Hill/' a poem which was praised beyond its merit by the au- 
thor*! contemporaries. After allowing that the lines arc smooth 
and sonorous^ which indeed were infrequent qualities of the ver- 
sification of the period^ I fear mucli of their merit lies in the 
•kiliUl antithesis of the attributes of the river. 
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critidsm to be just But, since the evil of fahie 
quantities is difficult to be cured in any modem 
language; since the French and the Italians, as 
well as we, are yet ignorant what feet are to be used 
in heroic poetry ; since I have not strictly observed 
those rules myself, which I can teach others ; since I 
pretend to no dictatorship among my fellow-poets ; 
since, if I should instruct some of them to make 
well-running verses, they want genius to give them 
strength as well as sweetness ; and, above all, since 

Jrour lordship has advised me not to publish that 
ittle which 1 know, I look on your counsel as your 
command, which I shall observe inviolably, till you 
shall please to revoke it, and leave me at liberty to 
make my thoughts public. In the mean time, that 
I may arrogate nothing to myself, I must acknow- 
ledge that V irgil in Latin, and Spenser in English, 
have been my masters. Spenser has also given me 
the boldness to make use sometimes of his Alex- 
andrine line, which we call, though improperly, the 
Pindaric, because Mr Cowley has often employed 
it in his Odes. It adds a certain majesty to the 
verse, when it is used with judgment, and stops the 
sense from overflowing into another line. Formerly 
the French, like us, and the Italians, had but five 
feet, or ten syllables, in their heroic verse; but, 
since Ronsard's time, as I suppose, they found their 
tongue too weak to support their epic poetnr, with- 
out the addition of another foot. That indeed has 
given it somewhat of the run and measure of a tri- 
meter; but it runs with more activity than strength: 
their language is not strung with sinews, like our 
English ; it has the nimbleness of a greyhound, but 
not the bulk and body of a mastifi; Our inen and 
our verses overbear them by their weight ; arid 
Pondere^ non numerot is the British motto. The 
French have set up purity for the standard of their 
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language ; and n masculine vigour is that of ours. 
Like their tongue, is the genius of* their poets, light 
and trifling in comparison of the Kn|(li8h ; more 
proper for sonnets, madrigals, and elegies, than he- 
roic poetry. The turn on thoughts and words is 
their chief talent ; but the epic ])oem is too stately 
to receive those little ornaments. The painters 
draw their nvmphs in thin and airy habits ; but 
the weight ot gold and of embroideries is reserved 
for queens and goddesses. Virgil is never frequent 
in those turns, like Ovid, but much more snaring 
of them in his iEneis, than in his Pastorals and 
Georgics. 

Ignoscenda quidem^ tcirent si ignoscere manet. 

That turn is beautiful indeed ; but he employs it 
in the story of Orpheus and Eurydiee, not in his 
great poem. I have used that licence in his il^ineis 
sometimes ; but I own it as my fault. It was given 
to those who understand no better. It is like Ovid's 

Semwirumque iofoem, semibaoemque virunh 

The poet found it before his critics, but it was a 
darling sin, which he would not be persuaded to 
reform. The want of genius, of which I have ac- 
cused the French, is laid to their charge by one of 
their own great authors, tliough I have forgotten 
his name, and where I read it. If rewards could 
make good poets, their great master* has not been 
wanting on his part in his bountiful encourage- 



* Louis XlVt ; whom Dry don probably in IiIh heart compared 
with diiadvantage to the needy (*harlei, who loved literary merit 
without rewarding it ; tlie laturninc James^ who rewarded with- 
out lovinc it ; and tho phlegmatic William, who did neither the 
one nor tliu oilier. 
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tnentfl : for he in wise enough to imitate AugurtiM^ 
if he had a Maro. The triumvir atid proscriber had 
descended to us in a more hideous form than they 
now nppcar* if the emperor had not taken care to 
make friends of him and Horace. I confess, the 
banishment of Ovid was a blot in his escutcheon : 
yet he was only banished ; and who knows but bis 
crime was capital, and then his exile was a favour ? 
AriostOt who, with all his faults, must be acknow* 
ledged a great poet, has put these words into the 
mouth of an evangelist : * but whether they will 
pass for gospel now, I cannot telL 

Ntmju it santo ni beni^no Auguito, 
Come la tuba di VirgUio iuona, 
L' haver havuto in poetia buon guito. 
La proMcrUtume inUpta gli peraona0 

But heroic poetry is not of the growth of France, 
as it might be of England, if it were cultivated. 
Spenser wanted only to have read the rules of Bos- 
su ; for no man was ever liorn with a greater genius, 
or had more knowledge to support it. But the 
performance of the French is not equal to their 
skill ; and hitherto we have wanted skill to perform 
better. S^grais, whose preface is so wonderfully 

good, yet is wholly destitute of elevation, thou^ 
is version is much better than that of the two bro- 
thers, or any of the rest who have attempted Virg^. 
Hannibal Caro is a great name amongst the Italians; 
yet his translation of the ^neis is most scandaU 
ously mean, though he has token the advantage of 
writing in blank verse, and freed himself from the 
shackles of modem rhyme, if it be modem ; for Le 



* St John, in liiii conrerMtion with Astolfo, on the Istter's ar- 
rival in the Moon. 
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Clerc has told us lately, and I believe has made it 
out, that David*8 Psalms were written in as errant 
rhyme as they are translated. Now, if a Muse 
cannot run when she is unfettered, it is a sign she 
has but little speed. I will not make a digression 
here, though I am strangely tempted to it ; but will 
only say, that he who can write well in rhyme, may 
write better in blank verse.* Rhyme is certainly 
a constraint even to the best poets, and those who 
make it with most ease ; though perhaps I have as 
little reason to complain of that hardship as any 
man, excepting Quarles and Withers. What it adds 
to sweetness, it takes away from sense ; and he who 
loses the least by it, may be called a gainer. It of- 
ten makes us swerve from an author's meaning ; as, 
if a mark be set up for an archer at a great distance, 
let him aim as exactly as he can, the least wind will 
take his arrow, and divert it from the white. — ^I re- 
turn to our Italian translator of the iEnels. He is a 
foot-poet, he lacquies by the side of Virgil at the 
best, but never mounts behind him. Doctor Mo- 
relli,f who is no mean critic in our poetry, and 
therefore may be presumed to be a better in his own 
language, has confirmed me in this opinion by his 
judgment, and thinks, withal, that he has often 
mistaken his master's sense. I would say so, if I 
durst, but am afraid I have committed the same 
fault more often, and more grossly ; for 1 have for- 

* This it not expressed with sufficient precision. Undoubtedly 
one possessing those true poetic qualities^ which consist in the 
thought and not in the mere arrangement of expression^ will slu'ne 
most in the easiest structure of versification. But there is a very 
inferior, yet not altogether contemptible kind of poet, whose me- 
rit consists more in melody of versification, and neatness or even 
felicity of expression, than in his powers of conception. Such 
bards will do well to avail themselves of the melody of rhyme. 

t A learned physician of Drydcn's time. 
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saken Ruacus, (whom generally I follow,) in many 
places, and made expositions of my own in some, 
quite contrary to him ; of which I will give but 
two examples, because they are so near each other, 
in the Tenth ^neid — 



Sorti Pater aquus uinjue. 



Pallas says it to Tumus, just before they fight. 
Ru£eus thinks that the word Pater is to be referred 
to Evander, the father of Pallas. But how could 
he imagine that it was the same thing to Evander, 
if his son were slain, or if he overcame ? The poet 
certainly intended Jupiter, the common father of 
mankind ; who, as Pallas hoped, would stand an 
impartial spectator of the combat, and not be more 
favourable to Turnus than to him. The second is 
not long after it, and both before the duel is begun. 
They are the words of Jupiter, who comforts Her- 
cules for the death of Pallas, which was immediate- 
ly to ensue, and which Hercules could not hinder^ 
(though the young hero had addressed his prayers 
to him for his assistance) because the gods cannot 
controul destiny. The verse follows : 

Sic ait J alque oailot Rutulorum rejicii arvis. 



which the same Rufieus thus construes : Jupiter, af- 
ter he had said this, immediately turns his eyes to 
the Rutulian fields, and beholds the dueL I have 
given this place another exposition, that he turned 
his eyes from the field of combat, that he might 
not behold a sight so unpleasing to him. The word 
rejkit, I know, will admit of both senses ; but Jupi- 
ter, having confessed that he could not alter fate, 
and being grieved he could not, in consideration of 
1 lereulcs — it seems to me that he should avert his 
eyes, rather than take pleasure in the si>ectaclc« 
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But of this I am not so confident as the other, 
thouffh I think I have followed Virfjil's sense.* 

what I have said, though it has the face of ar- 
rogance, yet is intended for, the honour of my coim« 
try; and therefore 1 will boldly own, that this Knjf-i 
lish translation has more of Virgil's spirit in it, than 
either the French or the Italian. Some of our coun- 
trymen have tnmslated episodes and other parts of 
VirpK with great success ; as particularly your 
lordahip, whose version of Orpheus and Eurydice 
is eminently good. Amongst the dead authors, 
the Silenusof my Lord Roscommon caimot be too 
much commended. 1 say nothing of Sir John Den- 
ham, Mr Waller, and Mr Cowley ;f it is the utmost 
of my ambition to be thought their equal, or not to 
be much inferior to them, and some others of the 
living. ])ut it is one thing to take nains on a frag- 
ment, and translate it perfectly ; and another thing 
to have the weight of a whole author on my shoul- 
ders. They who believe the burden light, let them 
attempt the fourth, sixth, or eighth l^tstoral ; the 
first or fourth (iieorgic; and, amongst the VtiUeids, 
the fourth, the iitlh, the seventh, the ninth, the 
tenth, the eleventh, or the twelflh ; for in these I 
think I have succ(*eded lK\st. 

I^ng liefore I undertook this work, I was no 
stranger to the original. I had aW} studied Virgil's 
design, his disposition of it, his maimers, his juoici- 
ous management of the figures, the sober retrench- 
ments of liis sense, which always leave somewhat 



* There can be^ I think, liulo doubt, thnt in both theno ]>aii- 
Mget the poet hftH dotertod tlu) true and p(H*ticHl Arnsc of t ho Au- 
thor, which has eiiCRpcd the more connnentator. 

f All of whom had mach) iiHglit and |)artial attcniptn an trana* 
latora from Virgil. 

vol.. XIV. O 
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to gratify our imagination* on whidi it may enlarge 
at pleasure ; but, above all, the elegance of his ex- 
pressions, and the harmony of his numbers : for, as 
J have said in a former dissertation, the words are^ 
in poetry, what the colours are in painting ; if tl^ 
design be good, and the draught be true, the colour- 
ing is the first beauty that strikes the eye.* Spoir 
ser and Milton are the nearest, in English, to Vir- 
gil and Horace in the Latin ; and I have ende^ 
voured to form my style by imitating these masters. 
I will further own to you, my lord, that my diief 
ambition is to please those readers who luure disr 
cemment enough to prefer Virgil before any other 
poet in the Latin tongue. Such spirits as he d&p 
sired to please, such would I chuse f(»r my judges, 
and would stand or fall by them alone. Serais has 
distinguished the readers of poetry, accordii:^ t^ 
their capacity of judging, into three classes; (he 
might have said the same of writers too, if he had 
pleased.) In the lowest form he places those whom 



* This comparison our author has detafled in his prefiuae ff 

Fresnoy's " Art of Painting.'' 

'* I am now come, though with the omission of many Ifkeneasei^ 
to the third part of Painting, which is called cromatic, or coloeiu 
ing. Expression, and all that belongs to words, is that in a poem 
which colouring is in a picture. The colours well chosen in thw 
proper places, together with the lights and shadows which beloi^ 
to them, lighten the design, and make it pleasant to the eye* The 
words, the expressions, the tropes and figures, the vemfication, 
and all the other elegancies of sound, as cadences, turns of words 
upon the thought, and many other things which are all parts of 
expression, perform exactly Jthe same office, both in dramatic and 
epic poetry* Our author calls colouring — Una sororis ; in plain 
English, the bawd of her sister, the design or drawing: she clothes, 
she dresses her up, she paints her, she makes her appear more 
lovely than tinturally she is, she procures for the design, and makea 
lovers ibr her; for the design of itself is onl v so many naked lines. 
Thus in poetry, the expression is that which charms the reader, 
and beautifies the design, which is only the outlines of the faUes." 
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he calls Imf petite esprifo-— «uch things as m^ oiir 
ttpper-gaUeiy audieiioe in a ufaMrhouse, whoinceno^ 
thing l^t the husk and riml or wit ; prafer a quitv 
Ue^ a conceit, an epigram, before solid sense and 
elegant expression ; these are mob readers. If Vir- 
|ril and Martial stood for parliament-men, we know 
al0Mdy who would carry it. But, though they 
aake the greatest appearance in the field, and cry 
the loudest, the best on't is, tliey are but a sort of 
Fkench Huguenots, or Dutch boors, brought over in 
herds, but not naturalized ; who have not land of 
two pounds per annum in Parnassus, and therefore 
not privileged to poll. Their authors are of the 
levels fit to represent thorn on a mounte- 
hank^s stage, or to be masters of the ceremonies in 
a bear-garden. Yet these are they who have the 
most admirers. But it often happens, to their mor- 
tification, that, as their readers miurove their stock 
of sense, (as they may by reading netter books, and 
by conversation with men of* judgment,) they soon 
forsake them: and when the torrent from the moun- 
tains falls no more, tlie swelling writer is reduced 
into his shallow bed, like the Man9anares at Ma- 
dridt with scarce water to moisten his own peb- 
bles.* There are a middle sort of readers, (as we 
hold there is a middle state of souls,) such as have 
a. fartlier insight than the former, yet have not the 
capacity of judging right ; for 1 speak not of those 
who are bribed by a party, and know better, if they 
were not corrupted ; out I mean a company of warm 
young men, wno are not yet arrived so far as to, dis- 
cern toe diiference betwixt fustian, or ostentatious 
sentences, and the true sublime. These are above 



river, which flows paiit Madrid, in distinguDihed l>y Ui« 
iplflndour of its bridge. Mid the tcaBtineii of its watera. 
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liking Martial, or Owen's Epigrams, but they would 
certainly set Virgil below Statius or Lucan. I need 
not say tbeir poets are of the same taste with their 
admirers. They affect greatness in all they write ; 
but it is a bladdered greatness, like that of the vain 
man whom Seneca describes — an ill habit of body, 
full of humours, and swelled with dropsy. Even 
these too desert their authors, as their judgment 
ripens. The young gentlemen themselves are com- 
monly misled by their pedagogue at school, their 
tutor at the university, or their governor in their 
travels : and many of those three sorts are the most 
positive blockheads in the world. How many of 
those flatulent writers have I known, who have 
sunk in their reputation, after seven or eight edi- 
tions of their works ! for indeed they are poets only 
for young men. They had great success at their 
first appearance ^ but, not being of God, (as a wit 
said formerly,) they could not stand. 

I have already named two sorts of judges ; but 
Virgil wrote for neither of them : and, by his ex- 
ample, I am not ambitious of pleasing the lowest 
or the middle form of readers. 

He chose to please the most judicious — souls of 
the highest rank, and truest understanding. These 
are few in number ; but whoever is so happy as to 
gain their approbation, can never lose it, because 
they never give it blindly. Then they have a cer- 
tain magnetism in their judgment, which attracts 
others to their sense. Every day they gain some 
new proselyte, and in time become the church. For 
this reason, a well-weighed judicious poem, which 
at its first appearance gains no more upon the world 
than to be just received, and rather not blamed than 
much applauded, inoinuates itself by insensible de- 
grees into the liking of th^ jader: the more he 
studies it, the more it grows upon him ; every time 
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he takes it up, he discovers some new graces in it. 
And whereas poems, wliich are pro<luced by the 
vigour of imagination only, have a gloss upon them 
at the first, which time wears off; the works of 
judgment are like the diamond ; the more tlioy are 
polished, the more lustre they receive. Such is 
the difference betwixt Virgil's iKneis and Marini's 
Adone. And, if I may be allowed to change the 
metaphor, I would say, that Virgil is like the Fame 
whien he describes : 

Mobilitate vigetf viresque acquirit eundo. 

Such a sort of reputation is my aim, though in a 
far inferior degree, according to my motto in the 
title-page — Sequiturque patrem noii pamhnit trqnis : 
and therefore 1 appeal to the highest court of judi- 
cature, like that of the peers, of which your lord- 
ship is so great an ornament. 

Without this ambition, which I own, of desiring 
to please the judices natoj9, 1 could never have been 
able to have done any thing at this age, when the 
lire of poetry is commonly extinguished in other 
men. Yet Virgil has given me the example of En- 
tellus for my encouragement : when he was well 
heated, the younger champion could not stand be- 
fore him. And we find the elder contended not for 
the gift, but for the honour — ?iec (lona nioror: for 
Dampier has informed uk, in his voyages, that the 
air of the country which produces gold, is ncv^r 
wholesome. 

I had long since considered, that the way to 
please the best judges is not to translate a poet li- 
terally, and Virgil least of any other : for, his pecu- 
liar beauty lying in his choice of words, I am ex- 
cluded from it by tho narrow cbmpass of our heroic 
verse, unless 1 wo(/jfu*^ake use of monosyllables 
onlyi and those clogged with consonants, wnich are 



n* 

iriHSie o^ ttUQn0iFBr{IaU« mar 
aMl MMuie <Hum:pla « it I kove 




Buit a Qcmc&(l)€ttar jwtamrr nogr be eiivii fiam the 
but Ine <9f >bii3nu^ laside Fogfaii ay our l^*— ■■^*^ 
and jiiuS/nirM^ >Ir Crcedft — 



frfjjtetheBMttf BqgJdcaoiMoiMnlsarei^ 

fiilif^ tittt thejr gpre a pkanni^ sound to the wovdi^ 

tJioogli tbejr an aD of <Mie syOdUe. 

It is tmev I hare been somelmMS ibreed upoo it 
in <4faer pkwpi of this woA : but I nerer did it onft 
of choice ; I was either in haste, or Viigil gare ne 
no oocaiion fisr the ornament of words ; fiir it aeU 
dom happens but a monasr Uable line turns Tenets 
prose; and eren that prose b rugged and unhanw^ 
nious. Fhilarchus, I remembo; taxes Balzac finr 
placing twenty monosrllaUes in file; without cme 
dissyllable betwixt them* The way I hare taken is 
not so strait as metaphrase; nor so loose as pocap 
phrase : some things too I hare omitted, and some- 
times hare added of my own« Yet die omiasiom; 
i hope, are but of circumstances^ and sudi as would 
hare no grace in English ; and the additions, I also 
hope, are easily deduced from Virgil's sense. They 
will seem, (at least I hare the ranity to think so,) 
not stuck into him, but growing out of him. BLe 
studies brerity more than any other poet : but he 
I 1 the ad vantage of a language wherein mudi may 

comprehend^ in a little space. We, and all the 

r n tongues, have more articles and {Nronouns, 

signs of tenses and cases, and other barban*. 



OF THS ^NE'is. 815 

t&ei on which our speech is built by the faults of our 

fivefftthers. The Romans founded theirs upon the 

Greek t and the Greeks, we know» were labouring 

many hundred years upon their languaf^, before 

they brought it to perfection. They rejected all 

those signs, and cut off as many articles as they 

could spare ; comprehending in one word what we 

aire constrained to express in two; which is one 

reason why we cannot write so concisely as they 

have done. The word pater^ for example, signifies 

not only a father, but f/our father, 7;iy father, his or 

her father, all included in a word. 

This inconvenience is common to all modern 
tongues ; and this alone constrains us to employ 
more words than the ancients needed. But, having 
before observed, that Virgil endeavours to be short, 
and at the same time elegant, I pursue the excel- 
lence, and forsake the brevity : for there he is like 
ambergris, a rich perfume, but of so close and glu- 
tinous a body, that it must be opened with inferior 
aoenta of musk or civet, or the sweetness will not 
be drawn out into another language. 

On the whole matter, I thought fit to steer be- 
twixt the two extremes of paraphrase and literal 
translation ; to keep as near my author as I could, 
without losing all his graces, the most eminent of 
which are in the beauty of his words ; and those 
words, I must add, arc always figurative. Such of 
these as would retain their elegance in our tongue, 
I have endeavoured to graft* on it ; but most of 
them are of necessity to be lost, because they will 
not shine in any but their own. Virgil has some- 
tinyes two of them in a line ; but the scantiness of 
our heroic verse is not capable of receiving more 
than one; and that too nuist expiate for many 
others which have none. Such is tne difference of 
the languages, or such my want of skill in chusing 
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words. Yet I may presume to say, and I hope 
with as much reason as the French translator, that, 
taking all the materials of this divine author, I 
have endeavoured to make Virgil speak such Eng- 
lish as he would himself have spoken, if he had 
been born in England, and in this present age. I 
acknowledge, with Sdgrais, that I have not suc- 
ceeded in this attempt according to my desire: 
yet I shall not be whdly without praise, if in some 
sort I may be allowed to have copied the clearness, 
the purity, the easiness, and the magnificence, of 
his style. But I shall have occasion to speak far- 
ther on this subject before I end the Preface. 

When I mentioned the Pindaric line, I should 
have added, that I take another licence in my 
verses : for I frequently make use of triplet rhymes, 
and for the same reason, because they bound the 
sense. And therefore J ^generally join these two 
licenses together, and make the last verse of the 
triplet a Pindaric :* for, besides the majesty which 
it gives, it confines the sense within the barriers 
of three lines, which would languish if it were 
lengthened into four., Spenser is my example for 
both these privileges of English verses ; and Chap- 
man has followed him in his translation of Homer. 
Mr Cowley has given into them after both ; and 
all succeeding writers after him. I regard them 
now as the Magna Charta of heroic poetry, and 
am too much an Englishman to lose what my an- 



* Now more commonly called an Alexandrine. Pope had per- 
haps this passage in his memory^ when he composed the famous 
triplet descriptive of Dryden's versification : 

Waller was smooth ; but Dryden taught to join 
The Taiying verse, tlie fiill resounding Kne, 
The long majestic march, and energy divine. 
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oeitars have gained for me. Let the French and 
Italians value themselves on their regularity ; 
strength and elevation are our standard. I said 
before, and I repeat it, that the afiectcd purity of 
the French has unsinewed tlieir heroic verse. The 
language of an epic poem is almost wholly figura- 
tive : yet they are so fearful of a metaphor, that no 
example of Virgil can encourage them to be bold 
with safety. Sure they might warm themselves by 
^that sprightly blaze, without approaching it so 
dose as to singe their wings ; they may come as 
near it as their master. Not tliat I would discou- 
raffe that purity of diction in which he excels all 
other poets. But he knows how far to extend his 
franchises, and advances to the verge, without ven- 
turing a foot beyond it. On the other side, with- 
out being injurious to the memory of our English 
Pindar, I will presume to say, that his metajniors 
are sometimes too violent, and his language is not 
always pure. But, at the same time, I must excuse 
him ; for, through the iniquity of the times, he was 
forced to travel, at an age when, instead of learn- 
ing foreign languages, he should have studied the 
beauties of his mother-tongue, which, like all other 
speeches, is to be cultivated early, or wc shall never 
write it with any kind of elegance.* Thus, by 
gaining abroad, he lost at home ; like the painter 
in the ** Arcadia," who, going to sec a skirmish, 
had his arms lopped off*, and returned, says Sir 
Philip Sidney, well instructed how to draw a bat- 
tle, but without a hand to perform his work. 
There is another thing in which I have presumed 



* He alludes to Cowley, who was forced abroad by the ill fate 
of the royal party in the civil wart. 



to deviate from him and Spemer. They botik Make 
hemfk^icks, (of half verses,) breaking off hi ^te 
middle of a line. I confess there are not many 
such in the " Fairy Queen ;" and even those fe'tr 
might be occasioned by his unhappy dioiee of ao 
long a stanza. Mr Cowley had found out, that na 
kind of staff is proper for a heroic pdem, a^ being 
all too lyrical : yet, though he wrote in couplets, 
where rnyme is freer from constraint, he frequent^ 
ly affects half verses ; of which we find not one ill 
Homer, and I think not in any of the Greek poetd^ 
or the Latin, excepting only Virgil ; and there is tw 
question but he thought he had Virgil's authority 
for that licence. But, I am confident, our poet ne- 
ver meant to leave him, or any other, such a preoe-^ 
dent : and I ground my opinion on these two I'ea*- 
sons : first, we find no example of a hemistick in 
any of his Pastorals or Georgies ; for he had giveti* 
the last finishing strokes to both these poems : but 
his ^neis he left so incorrect, at least so short of 
that perfection at which he aimed, that we kfiow 
how bard a sentence he passed upon it : and, in the 
second place, I reasonably presume, that he intend* 
ed to have fflled up all those hemisticks, because itt 
one of them we find the sense imperfect : 



Quem tiUjam Trqfi 



which some foolish grammarian has ended for him 
with a half line of nonsense : 

■ *> i ■■ peperitJunumU Crhua t 

for Ascanius must have been bom some years be- 
fore the burning of that city ; which I need not 
Erove. On the other side, we find also, that he 
imself tilled up one line in the Sixth ^ci/oA^ the 
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entbosiasm seizing him, wliUe he was reading to' 
Ai^stus: 

' JtfttMUMm JEdiiem, quo non prastatttior aUer 
JEre dere mrof ■ 

to- whieh he added, in that transport, Martemque 
aetmukre cantu : and never was any line more no» 
hfy finished ; for the reasons which I have given in 
tM Book of Painting. On these considlerations I 
have sbimned hemisticks; not being willing to^ 
imitate Virgil to a fault, like Alexander's courtiers, 
wko affected to hold their nocks awry, because he 
could not help it.* I am confident your lordship 
is by this time of my opinion, and that you will 
look on those half lines hereafter, as the imperfect 
products of a hasty Muse : like the frogs and ser- 
pents in the Nile ; part of them kindled into life> 
and part a lump of imformed imanimated mud. 

I am sensible that many of my whole verses are 
a» imperfect as those halves, for want of time to di- 
gest tnem better : but give me leave to make the 
excuse of Boccace, who, when he was upbraided 
that some of his novels had not the spirit of the 
rest, returned this answer, that Charlemagne, who 
made the paladins, was never able to raise an army 
o£ them. The leaders may be heroes, but the mul- 
titude must consist of common men. 

I am also bound to tell your lordship, in my own 
defence, that, from the beginning of the First Geor- 
gio to the end of the last ^neid, I found the diffi- 
culty of translation growing on me in every suo- 
ceeaing book : for Virgil, above all poets, had a 



* Our author has, howev^, availad hinuelf of tbiv licenoe in 
hia earlier poetry. 
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stockt which I tnay call almost inexhaustible, of 
figurative^ elegant, and sounding words. 1, who in- 
herit but a small portion of his genius, and write 
in a language so much inferior to the JLatin, have 
found it very painful to vary phrases^ when th^ 
same sense retunis upon me. Even he himself, 
whether out of necessity or choice, has often ex- 
pressed the same thing in the same words, and -of^ 
ten repeated 'two or three whole verses, which he 
had used before. Words are not so easily coined 
as money ; and yet we see that the credit, not on- 
ly of banks, but of exchequers, cracks, when little 
comes in, and much goes out. Virgil called upon 
me in every line for some new word : and I paid so 
long, that I was almost bankrupt ; so that the lat« 
ter end must needs be more burdensome than the 
beginning or the middle ; and, consequently, the 
twelfth A*\neid cost me double the time of the 
first and second. What had become of me, if Vir- 
gil had taxed me with another book ? I had cer- 
tainly been reduced to pay the public in hammer- 
ed money, for want of milled ; that is, in the same 
old words which I had used before : and the recei- 
vers must have been forced to have taken any thing, 
where there was so little to be had.* 

Besides this difficulty (with which I have strug- 
gled, and made a shift to pass it over,) there is one 
remaining, which is insuperable to ail translators. 
We are bound to our author's sense, though with . 
the latitudes already mentioned ; for I think: it not 
so sacred, as that one iota must not be added or di- 
minished, on pain of an anathema. But slaves we 



• Tlie coTiftiflion occasioned by the rulc» of the mint, then re- 
cently adopted, created great inconvenience and distreM to indi- 
viduals. It i« often mentioned in tbe correfpondence between 
Toiiton and Dryden. 
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arei and labour on another man's plantation ; we 
dress the vineyard^ but the wine is the owner^s : if 
the soil be sometimes barren^ then wc are sure of 
being scourged : if it be fruitful, and our care sue* 
ceedSi we are not thanked ; for the proud reader 
will only say, the poor drudge has done his duty. 
But this is nothing to what follows ; for, being 
obliged to make bis sense intelligible, we are forced 
to untune our own verses, that we may give his 
meaning to the reader. He, who invents, is master 
of his thoughts and words : he can turn and vary 
them as he pleases, till he renders them harmoni- 
ous ; but the wretched translator has no such pri* 
vilege : for, being tied to the thoughts, ho must 
make what music he can in the expression ; and, 
for this reason, it cannot always be so sweet as 
that of the original. There is a beauty of* sound, 
as S6grais has ooserved, in some Latin words, which 
is wholly lost in any modern language. He instan* 
cea in that mollis nnmracus, ou which Venus lays 
Cupid, in the First Mueld. If I should translate 
it sweet-fnatyorajn, as the word signifies, the reader 
would think 1 had mistaken Virgil : for those vil- 
lage-words, as 1 may call them, give us a mean idea 
of the thing ; but the sound of the Latin is so much 
more pleasing, by the just mixture of the vowels 
with tne consonants, that it raises our fancies to 
conceive somewhat more noble than a common 
herb, and to spread roses under him, and strew li- 
lies over him ; a bed not unworthy the grandson of 
the goddess. 

It I cannot copy his harmonious numbers, how 
shall I imitate his noble flights, where his thoughts 
and words arc equally sublime ? Quem 



quisquis sludct atnulan^ 
casratis me Dasdaled 



Nititur pennU, viireo daturut 
Nomina ponto. 



Wkifc wnodfcm Vmg^igt^ or wliat poet^ om «k- 
ptem the oMjestie bMutT of iIk oik ¥ene^ tfnoQgtfc 
m thousmd others ? 



JUwf 9 hOtj^t^ AMJCHIMfY ^)P<B^ ^ ^ ^WfWf C^HHWII 



For my part, I am lost in the admimtion df it : I 
eoDtemn the worid when I think ott H, «id Mjiadf 
whoi I translate it* 

Lay hy Virgil I beseech jrour lonishtp» Mid all 
mj better sort of rad^iei^ when yon take up my 
mrsion ; and it will apiiear a pasaihle beauty when 
the original Muse is abet'nt But* Uke Spenaer^e 
fidse Florimd made of sik>w^ it melts and vanishes 
whfen the true one oiimes in «ght. I wiM not ex* 
ouse, but ju$df>* m>^t» fcut one pretended crime, 
with whicii I atn liable to be dia»ed by false cri- 
tics, not only in this tnuislation, but in many of 
my or^^nal poems^-that I latinise too much. It 
u true, that, when I And an I'^gUsh vtord signifi- 
cant and sounding* I iMtlier borrow from Att La- 
tin, nor any other language ; but, when I want nt 
home, I must seek abroaiL 

If sounding words are not of our growth and 
manu&cture^ Mrbo shall hiiuler me to import them 
from a foreign country ? I carry not out the trea- 
sure of the nation, which is never to return ; but, 
what I bring from Italy, I spend in England : heve 



* Nevertheless* our author, loiitf before undertaking the trant- 
lation of Vir^ycil^ had given a noble paraphra<t of these lines in 
the Hind's address to the Panther ! 

This mom rctrtHit iliil mi^thty F»n cimuin ( I 

And iUre not to iIcIhuk? your mouI to giiin. | 

f\4. X. />. tlU« 
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U rvminUf and here it circulates ; for^ if the coin 
be ffoodi it will past from one hand to another. I 
trade both with the living and the dead, for the 
enrichment of our native language. We have 
enough in England to supply our necessity ; but, if 
we will have things of magnificence and splendour, 
we must get them by commerce. Poetry requires 
ornament ; and that is not to be had from our old 
Teuton monosyllables : therefore, if I find any ^e- 
Kant word in a classic author, I propose it to be 
li«jtun»liaed, by using it myself; and, if the public 
approves of it, the bill passes. But every man 
eannofc distinguish between pedantry and poetry : 
9wery man^ therefore, is not fit to innovate. Upon 
the whole matter, a poet must first be certain that 
the word he would introduce is beautiful in the La- 
tin, and is to consider, in the next place, whether 
it will agree with the English idiom : after this, he 
ought to take the opinion of judicious friends, sudi 
M are learned in both languages : and, lastly, since 
no man is infallible, let him use this licence very 
sparingly ; for, if too man^ foreign words are pour* 
«a in upon us, it looks as if they were designed not 
to assist the natives, but to conquer them. 

I am now drawing towards a conclusion, and sua- 
pect your lordship is very glad of it. But permit 
noe first to own what hclns I liave bad in this un^ 
dertaking. The late Karl of Lauderdale* sent me 
over bis new translation of the iEneis, which he 
bad ended before I ^engaged in the same design. 
Neither did I then intend it : but, some proposals 



* Jlicbard, fourth Earl of L«uder(1ale> nephew of that respect- 
able minister the I>uke of Lauderdale. *' He bad a fine tfeniua 
ibr wMitry" says Bir Kobcrt Douglas, in Iuh Peerage or Scot- 
Una ; " witness bis elegant translation of Virgil.'' 
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being afterwards made me by my bookseller, I de- 
sired his lordship*s leave that I might accept them. 



which he freely granted ; and I have his letter yet 
to shew for that permission. He resolved to have 
printed his work, (which he might have done two 
years before I could publish mine,) and had per- 
formed it if death had not prevented him. But, 
having his manuscript in my hands, I consulted it 
as often as I doubted of mv author^s sense ; for no 
man understood ^^irgil better than that learned nc^ 
Ueman. His friends, I hear, have yet another and 
more correct copy of that translation by them, 
which, had they pleased to have given the public, 
the judges must have been convinced that I have 
not flattered him. Besides this help, which was 
not inconsiderable, IVIr Congreve has done me the 
favour to review the iEneis, and compare my ver- 
sion with the original. 1 shall never be ashamed 
to own, that this excellent young man has shewed 
me many faults, which I have endeavoured to cor- 
rect. It is true, he might have easily found more, 
and then my translation had been more perfect. 

Two other worthy friends of mine, who desire to 
have their names concealed, seeing me straitened 
in my time, topk pity on me, and gave me the 
*' Life of Virgil,** the two prefaces to the •* Pasto- 
rals" and the " Georgics,'* and all the arguments in 
prose to the whole translation ; which, perhaps, 
has caused a report, that the two first poems are 
not mine.* If it had been true, that I had taken 
their verses for my own, I might have gloried in 



• Dr Knightly Chetwood and Mr Addison. The former wrote 
the '' Life of Virgil," and the " Preface to the Pastorals ;** the 
latter, the *' Essay on the (jleorgics." See Introductory Notes 
on these Pieces. 
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tbtiv aidt andt like Terence, have Withered the opU 
nion that Scipio and Lcelius joined with me. Bui 
the same style being ooutinued through the whole^ 
and the same laws of versification observed, are 
proofs sofiicient, that this is one man's work t and 
your lordship is too well acquainted with my man* 
neff to doubt that any part of it is another's. 

That your lordship may see I was in earnest 
when I promised to hasten to an end, I will not 
give the reasons why I writ not always in the pro- 
per terms of navigation, laud*servicei or in the cant 
of any profession^ I will only say, that Virgil has 
avoided those proprieties, because he writ not to 
mariners, soldiers, astronomers, gardeners, peasants, 
&0. but to all in general, and in particular to men 
and ladies of the first quality, who have been bet- 
ter hred than to be too nicely knowing in the 
terms. In such cases, it is enough for a poet to 
write so plainly, that he may be understooa by his 
readers ; to avoid impropriety, and not affect to be 
thought learned in all thhigs. 

I have omitted the four preliminary lines of the 
First Mneidf because I think them inferior to any 
four others in the whole poem, and consequently 
beUeve they are not Virgil's.^ There is too great 
a gap betwixt the adjective vicina in the second 
line, and the substantive arva in the latter end of 
the third, which keeps his meaning in obscurity 



* Jtte ego, qui quondam fracili modulatus avena 
Carrmm, et, egressus stlvuf, vicina coegi 
Ut quamvis avido parerent arva colono^ 
Oratum opuS agricolis ; at nunc horrentia Mariis, 

The characterifltic roodeaty of our author, as well as the rugged 
and turgid structure of these lines^ have authorised modern cri- 
tics to conclude, that neither the sense nor expression of these 
four linae resembles the genuine productions or Virgil. 

VOL. XIV. P 
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too longt and is contrary to the clearness of his 
style. 

Ui qtiomvii avido 

is too ambitious an ornament to be his ; and 

Oratum opus agricolUf 

are all words unnecessary, and independent of what 
he hBd said before. 



JjfVUt' 



'Horreniia Marlis 



is worse than any of the rest. Horrentia is such a 
flat epithet, as TuUy would have given us in his 
verses. It is a mere filler, to stop a vacancy in the 
hexameter, and connect the preface to the work of 
Vir^l. Our author seems to sound a chargCi and 
begms like the clangor of a trumpet : 

Armat virumque canOf Trqja qui primus ab oris, • • 

scarce a word without an r, and the vowels, for the 
greater part, sonorous. The prefacer began with 
lUe ego, which he was constrained to patch up in 
the fourth line with at nunc, to make the sense co- 
here ; and, if both those words are not notorious 
botches, I am much deceived, though the French 
translator thinks otherwise. For my own part, I 
am rather of the opinion, that they were added by 
Tucca and Varius, than retrenched. 

I know it may be answered, by such as think 
Virgil the author of the four lines, that he asserts 
his title to the JEnels in the beginning of this work, 
as he did to the two former in the last lines of the 
Fourth Geor^ic. I will not reply otherwise to this, 
than by desiring them to compare these four lines 
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with the four others, which we know are his, be- 
cause no poet but he alone could write them. If 
they cannot distinguish creeping from flying, let 
them lay down Virgili and talce up Ovid, de Ponto^ 
in his stead. My master needed not the assistance 
of that preliminary poet to prove his claim. His 
own majestic mien aiscovers him to be the king, 
amidst a thousand courtiers. It was a superfluous 
office ; and, therefore, I would not set those verses 
in the front of Virgil, but have rejected them^ to 
my own preface. 

It who before, with shepherds in the groves. 
Sung, to my oaten pipe, their rural loves, 
And, issuing thence, compell'd the neighbouring field 
A plenteous crop of rising corn to yielu, 
Manured the gieoe, and stock'd the fVuitful plain, 
(A poem grateful to the greedy swain,) &c. 

If there be not a tolerable line in all these six, 
the prefacer gave me no occasion to write better. 
This is a just apology in this place; but I have 
done great wrong to Virgil in the whole transla- 
tion : want of time, the inferioritv of our language, 
the inconvenience of rhyme, ana all the other ex- 
cuses I have made, may alleviate my fault, but can* 
not justify the boldness of my undertaking. What 
avails it me to acknowledge freely, that I have 
not been able to do him right in any line ? for even 
my own confession makes against me ; and it will 
always be returned upon me, " Why then did you 
attempt it ? " To which no other answer can be 
made, than that I have done him less injury than 
any of his former libellers. 



A Li^tinism for *' throwing back. 



ftS DEDICATION 

What they^ catied his picture, had been drawn at 
length so manjr times, by t^ daubers ef almost ail 
nations, and still so unlike him, that I snatdied up 
the pemil urith disdain ; being* satisfied beforehand, 
that I could make some small resemblance of him^ 
though I must be content with a worse likeness. A 
Sixth Pastoral, a Fbarmaceutria, a single Orpheus, 
and some other features, have been exactly taken : 
b«it those holiday- authors writ for pleasure; and 
only shewed us what they could haive done, if they 
would have taken pains to perform the whole. 

Be pleased, my lord, to accept, with your wont- 
ed goodness, thi« unworthy present which I make 
you. I have taken off one trouble from yorr, of de- 
fending it, by acknowledging Its imperfections ; 
and, though some part of them, are cofvered in the 
verse, (as Eiichtbonius rode ahvays in a chariot, to 
hide his lameness,) such of them as cannot be con- 
cealed, you will please to connive at, though, in the 
strictness of your judgment, you cannot pardon. 
If Homer was allowed to nod sometimes in so long 
a work, it will be no wonder if I often fall asleep. 
\ ou took my " Aureng-Zebe"* into your protection, 
with all his faults ': and I hope here cannot be so 
many, because I translate an author who gives me 
such examples of correctness. What my jmy may 
be, I know not ; but it is good for a criminal to 
plead before a favourable judge : if I had said par- 
tial^ would your lordship have forgiven me ? or will 
you give me leave to acquaint the world, that I have 
many times been obliged to your bounty since the 
Revolution ? Though I never was reduced to beg 
a charity, nor ever had the impudence to ask one. 



♦ Sec VoL V. p. 174. 
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■cither of yoiir lordship, or your noble kimitum the 
Earl of Dorset,* much less of ariy other ; ytet, vAven 
I least expected it, you hai^e both remembered me. 
So inherent it is in your family not to forget an old 
servant. It looks rather like ingratitude on my part, 
that, where I have been so often obliged, I have ap- 
peared so seldom to return my thaiucs, and where 
1 was also so sure of being well received. Some- 
what of laziness was in the case, and somewhat too 
of modesty, but nothing of disrespect or of unthank- 
fulness. 1 will not say that your lordship has en- 
couraged me to this presumption, lest, if my labours 
meet with no success in public, I may expose your 
judgment to be censured. As for my own enemies, 
I shall never think them worth an answer ; and, if 
your lordship has any, they will not dare to arraign 
you for want of knowledge in this art, till they can 
produce somewhat better of their own, than your 
•* Essay on Poetry." It was on this consideration, 
that I have drawn out my preface to so great a 
length. Had I not addressed to a poet and a critic 
of the first magnitude, I had myself been taxed 
for want of judgment, and shamed my natron for 
want of understanding. But neither will you, my 
lord, so soon be tired as any other, because the dis- 
course is on your art ; neither will the learned reader 
think it tedious, because it is f ad Clerum. At least, 
when he begins to be weary, the church.doors are 
open. That I may pursue the allegory with a short 
prayer after a long sermon**- 

May you live happily and Jong, for the service of 
your country, the encouragement of good letters. 



* Their mothers were half sisters, being both daughters of Lio« 
nel Cranfleld, Earl of Middlesex, 
f Ctmdoad Ci0rumt a sermon preached before a learned body. 
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and the ornament of poetry ; which cannot be widi- 
ed more earnestly by any man, than by 

Your Lordship's 

. Most humble, 

Most obliged, and 

Most obedient servant, 

JOHN DRYDEN. 
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AllOUMENT. 



The Trojans, after a seven years' vouare, set sailfbr Italy, but are 
overtaken by a dreadful storm, wnich JEolus raises at Juno's re* 
quest. The tempest sinks one, and scatters the rest, Neptune 
drives off' the Hinds, and calms the sea* /Eneas, with his own 
ship, and six more, arrives safe at an African port, Venus com* 
plains to Jupiter of her son's misfortunes, Jupiter comforts her^ 
and sends mercury to procure him a kind reception among the 
Carthaginians. Mneas^ iS^^^M ^^ ^^ discover the country, meets 
hie mother, in the shape ^a huntress, who conveys him in a cloud 
to Carthage, vJiere he sees his friends whom he thought lost, and 
receives a kind entertainment from the QfMen. DidOf by a device 
qf Venus, begins to have a passion for hinh and, qfUr some die* 
course with him, desires the history of Us adventures since the 
siege qf Troy, which is the subject of the two following Books* 

Arms, and the man I sing, who, forced by Fate, 
And haughty Juno*s unrelenting hate, 
Expell'd and exiled, left the Trojan shore. 
Long labours, both by sea and land, he bore. 
And in the doubtful war, before he won 
The Latian realm^ and built the destined town ; 
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His banish'd gods restored to rites divine. 
And settled sure succession in his line» 
From whence the race of Alban fathers come. 
And the long glories of majestic Rome. « 

O Muse ! the causes and the crimes relate ; 
What goddess was provoked, and whence her hate ; 
For what offence the queen of heaven began 
To persecute so brave, so just a man ; 
Involved his anxious life in endless cares. 
Exposed to wants, and hurried into wars ! 
Can heavenly minds such high resentment show. 
Or exercise their spite in human woe ? 

Against the Tyber's mouth, but far away. 
An ancient town iras ^seated on the sea, 
A Tyrian colony ; the people made 
Stout for the war, and studious of their trade : 
Carthage the name ; beloved by Juno more 
Than her own Argos, or the Samian shore. 
Here fttood her chariot; here^ if heaven w^^e kuid. 
The «eat of awful empire she designed. 
Yet slie had heard an ancient rumour fly, 
(Long dted by the people of the sky,) 
Tibiat tiiSAes to iX)me (^ould see the T^jan race 
Her Carthage ruin, and her towers defece ; 
Nor thus confined, the yoke of sovereign sway 
Should on the necks of all the nations lay. 
She pcHiderVl this, and fear'd it was in iate ; 
Nor could forget the war she waged o£ late. 
For conquering Greece against the Trojan £tat& 
Besides, long causes working in her mind, , 
And sacred seeds of envy, lay behind : 
Deep graven in her heart, the doom remained 
Of partial Paris, and her form disdained ; 
The grace bestow'd on ravish'd Granymed, 
Electra's glories, and her injured bed. 
Each was a cause alone ; and all combined 
To kindle 'vengeance in her haughty mt 



For this, far distant from the Latiun coast. 
She drove the remnants of the Trojan host : 
And seven long years the unhappy wandering train 
Were toss'd by storms, and scattered through the 

main. 
fiuoh time, such toil, required the Roman name. 
Such length of labour for so vast a frame. 

Now scarce the Trojan fleet, with sails and oars, 
Hmd left behind the fair Sicilian shores. 
Entering with cheerful shouts the watery reign. 
And ploughing frothy furrows in the main ; 
When, laTOuring still with endless discontent, 
The oueen of heaven did thus her fury vent : 

" Then am I vanquished ? must I yield ?'• said 
she: 
" And must the Trojans reign in Italy ? 
So Fate will have it ; and Jove adds his force ; 
Nor can my power divert their happy course. 
Could angry Tallas, with revengeful spleen, 
The Grecian navy bum, and drown the men ? 
She, for the fault of one offending foe, 
The bolts of Jove himself presumed to throw : 
With whirlwinds from beneath she toss'd the ship, 
And bare exposed the bosom of the deep : 
Then> as an eagle gripes the trembling game, 
The wretch, yet hissing with her father's flame, 
She strongly seized, and with a burning wound 
Transfixed, and, naked, on a rock she bound. 
But I; who walk in awful state above, 
The majesty of heaven, the sister- wife of Jove, 
For lengfth of years my fruitless force employ 
Airainst the thin remains of ruin*d Troy ! 
Wnat nations now to Juno's power will pray. 
Or offerings on my slighted altars lay ?*' 

Thus raged the goddess; and, with fury fraught. 
The restless regions of the storms she sought, 
Wher^ in a spaeiotis cave of livins stone, 
The tyrant Aolus, from his a}ry throne. 
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With power imperial curbs the struggling Winds, 
And sounding Tempests in dark prisons binds. 
This way, and that, the impatient captives tend. 
And, pressing for release, the mountains rend. 
High m his hall the undaunted monarch stands. 
And shakes his sceptre, and their rage commands ; 
Which did he not, their unresisted sway- 
Would sweep the world before them in their way ; 
Earth, air, and seas, through empty space would roll. 
And heaven would fly before the driving soul. 
In fear of this, the Father of the Gods 
Confined their fury to those dark abodes. 
And lock'd them safe within,oppress'd with moun-| 

tain loads ; 
Imposed a king, with arbitrary sway. 
To loose their tietters, or their force allay ; 
To whom the suppliant queen her prayers addressed, 
And thus the tenor of her suit expressed :— 
** O ^olus ! for to thee the king of heaven 
The power of Tempests and of Winds has given ; 
Thy force alone their fury can restrain. 
And smooth the waves, or swell the troubled main-— 
A race of wandering slaves, abhorr'd by me. 
With prosperous passage cut the Tuscan sea : 
To fruitful Italy their course they steer. 
And, for their vanquished gods, design new temples 

there. 
Raise all thy Winds ; with night involve the skies ; 
Sink or disperse my fatal enemies. 
Twice seven, the charming daughters of the main, 
Around my person wait, and bear my train : 
Succeed my wish, and second my design. 
The fairest, Deiopeia, shall be thine, 
And make thee father of a happy line." ♦ 



* This wai an obliging promiie to ^olus, who had been so un- 
happy in hit former children, Macareus and Canace.-»DRitDBM. 



To this the jjod : — " 'Tis vours, O nueen ! to will 
The workf which duty binds me to nilflll. 
These airy kingdoms^ and this wide command, 
Are all the presents of your bounteous hand : 
Yours is my sovereign's grace ; and, as your guest, 
I sit with gods at their celestial feast. 
Raise tempests at your pleasure, or subdue ; 
Dispose or empire, whicli I hold from you.** 

lie said, ana hurVd against the mountain side 
His quivering spear, and all the god applied. 
The raging W inds rush through the hollow wound. 
And dance aloft in air, and skim along the ground ; 
Then, settling on the sea, the surges sweep, 
Raise liauid mountains, and disclose the deep. 
South, Kast, and West, with mix'd confusion roar, 
And roll the foaming billows to the shore. 
The cables crack ; the sailors* fearful cries 
Ascend ; and sable night involves the skies ; 
And heaven itself is ravish'd from their eyes. 
Loud peals of thunder from the poles ensue ; 
Then nashinff fires the transient light renew ; 
The face of tnings a frightful image bears ; 
And present death in various forms appears. 
Struck with unusual fright, the Trojan chief. 
With lifted hands and eyes, invokes relief; 
And " Thrice and four times happy those," he cried, 
" That under Ilian walls, before their parents, died ! 
Tydides, bravest of the Grecian train ! "* 

why could not I bv that strong arm be slain, > 
And lie by noble Hector on the plain, ) 

Or great Harpedon, in those blooav fields, 
Where SimoKs rolls the bodies and the shields 
Of heroes, whose dismembered hands yet bear 
The dart aloft, and clench the pointea spear !*' 

Thus while the pious prince his fate bewails. 
Fierce Boreas drove against his fiying sails. 




>%M tfXJKSA the trjvaag xixmk U> 

Uttif^ 4iiM irere harried by tke 

And on toe fecriet tbetreft wttfc &nr 

TlMie biddoi rcid» tiie AMnmm aSon 

Tber eaff d tiiem Akan^ wIkh tber raw in Tieir, 

And ibeir^d their mciai» Ineks abore Ike flood. 

Three tiv>re fierce Korus, id bU ai^rj mood, 

I>ai*b^d on tlie ifaaHows of tbe nKnrin^ Msd, 

And in md ccob left them mooted sJand. 

OronteK' bork^ that bcve tbe Lycum 

(A borrid iight !> eren in the beio's 

From irtem to intern by waves was orerbome. 

Tbe trembling pilot, fixim bis rudder tomu 

Wa» headlong burl'd : tfarice round tbe dup was 

tOM^d, 

Then bulged at once, and in tbe deep was lost ; 
And here and there above tbe waves were seen 
Arms, pictures^ precious goods, and floatii^ meu. 
Tbe stoutest vessel to the storm gave way. 

And sudc'd, through loosen'dplanks, tbe radnngsea. 
Oioneus was her diief : Aletes old, 
Adiates &ithful. Abas young and bcdd. 
Endured not less ; their shijps, with gapii^ seams, 
Admit tbe deluge of the bnny streams. 

Meantime imperial Neptune beard tbe sound 
Of raij;ing billows breaking on the ground. 
Disp^ased, and fearing for his watery reign. 
He reared bis awful head above the main, 
Berene in majesty ; then roll'd his eyes 
Around the space of earth, and seas, and skies. 
He saw the 1 roian fleet dispersed, distressed, 
JDy stormy winds and winfry heaven oppressed. 



Full well the god hts sister^s envy knew. 

And what her aim* and what her arts purstie. 

He 8ummon*d Euros and the Western blasti 

And first an angry glance on both he cast, 

Then thus rebukea : ** Audacious winds \ from whence 

This bold attempt, this rebel insolence ? 

Is it for you to ravage seas and land^ 

Un-authorized by my supreme command ? 

To raise such nrKHintains on the troubled main ? 

Whom I—but first 'tis fit the billows to restrain 

And then you shall be taught obedience to my 

reign. 

Hence ! to your lord my royal mandate bear--* 
The realms of ocean and the fields of air 
Are mine, not his.^ Uy fatal lot to me 
The liquid empire fell, and trident of the sea. 
His power to hollow cav^ns is confined ; 
There let him reign, the jailor of the wind, 
With hoarse commands his breathing subjects call, 
And boast and bluster in his empty hall.*'' 
He spoke — and, while he spoke, he smoothed the sea, 
Dispeird the darkness, aird restored the day. 
Cymotho^, Triton, and the sea-green train 
Of beauteous nymphs, the daughters of the main, 
Clear from the rocks the vessels with their hands ; \ 
The god himself with ready trident stands, > 

And opes the deep, and spreads the moving sands, ) 
Then heaves them off* the shoals. — Where'er he, 

guides 
His finny coursers, and in triumph rides, 
The waves unrufile, and the sea subsides. 
As, when in tumults rise the ignoble crowd, 
Mad are their motions, and their tongues are loud ; 
And stones and brands in rattling volleys fly. 
And all the rustic arms that f^ry can supply : 
If then some grave and pious man appear. 
They hush their noise, and lend a listening ear : 

• Note I. 
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He sooths with sober words their anffrv mood, 
And quenches their innate desire of olood : 
So, when the father of the flood appears, 
And o'er the seas his sovereign tnaent rears. 




The weary Trojans ply their shatter'd oars 
To nearest land, ana make the Libyan shores. 

Within a long recess there lies a bay : 
An island shades it from the rolling sea. 
And forms a port secure for ships to ride : 
Broke by the jutting land, on either side, 
In double streams the briny waters glide, 
Betwixt two rows of rocks : a sylvan scene 
Appears above, and groves for ever green : 
A grot is form'd beneath, with mossy seats, 
To rest the Nereids, and exclude the heats. 
Down through the craimies of the livin/^ walk. 
The crystal streams descend in murmunng &lls* 
No halsers need to bind the vessels here. 
Nor bearded anchors ; for no storms they fear. 
Seven ships within this happy harbour meet. 
The thin remainders of the ncatter'd fleet. 
The Trojans, worn with toils, and spent with woes. 
Leap on the welcome land, and seek their wish'd 
repose. 

First, good Achates, with repeated strokes 
Of clashing flints, their hidden Are provokes. 
Short flame succeeds — a bed of withered leftvcs 
The dying sparkles in their fall receives. 
Caught into life, in flery fumes they rise, 
And, fed with stronger food, invade the skies. 
The Trojans, dropping wet, or stand around 
The cheerful blaze, or lie along the ground. 
Some dry their com, infected with tbe brine. 
Then gnnd with marbles, and prepare to dine. 
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J^neas climbs the mountain's airy brow, 
And takes a prospect of the seas below, 
If Capys thence» or Antheus, he could spyi 
Or see the streamers of Cai'cus fly. 
No vessels were in view : but» on the plain, 
Three beamy stags command a lordly train 
Of branching heads : the more ignoble throng 
Attend their stately steps, and slowly graze dong. 
He stood ; and, while secure they fed below, 
. He took the quiver and the trusty bow 
Achates used to bear : the leaders first 
He laid along,,and then the vulgar pierced : 
Nor ceased his arrows, till the shady plain 
Seven mighty bodies with their blooa distain. 
For the seven ships he made an equal share. 
And to the port return'd, triumphant from the war. 
The jars of ffcnerous wine (Acestes' gift, 
When his Trinacrian shores the navy left) 
He set abroach, and for the feast prepared. 
In equal portions with the venison shared. 
Thus, while he dealt it round, the pious chief. 
With cheerful words, allay 'd the common grief:— 
" Endure, and conquer ! Jove will soon dispose, 
To future good, our past and present woes. 
With me, the rocks of Scylla you have tried ; 
The inhuman Cyclops, and his den defied. 
What greater ills hereafter can you bear ? 
Resume your courage, and dismiss your care. 
An hour will come, with pleasure to relate 
Your sorrows past, as benefits of Fate. 
Through various hazards and events, we move 
To Latium, and the realms foredoom*d by Jove. 
Caird to the seat (the promise of the skies) 
Where Trojan kingdoms once again may rise, 
Endure the hardships of your present state ; 
Live, and reserve yourselves for better fate.*" 
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These words he spoke^ but spoke not from bisli6Bct; 
His outward smiles conceal'd his inward smart* 
The jolly crew, unmindful of the past^ 
The quarry share, their plenteous dinner Itaste* 
Some strip the skin ; some portion out the sooil 
The limbs, yet trembling, m the cauldrons boil ; 
Some on the fire the reeking entrails broil. 
Stretch'd on the grassy turf, at ease they dine. 
Restore their strength with meat, and cheer theb 

souls with wine. 
Their hunger thus appeased, their care attends 
The doubtful fortune of their absent friends : 
Alternate hopes and fears their minds possess. 
Whether to deem them dead, or in distress* 
Above the rest, ^neas mourns the fate 
Of brave Orontes, and the uncertain state 
Of Gyas, Lycus, and of Amycus. — 
The day, but not their sorrows, ended thus { 
When, from aloft, almighty Jove surveys 
Earth, air, and shores, and navigable seas s 
At length on Libyan realms he fix'd his eyes-^ 
Whom, pondering thus on human miseriesi 
When Venus saw, she with a lowly look. 
Not free from tears, her heavenly sire bespoke :-* 
" O king of gods and men ! whose awful hand 
Disperses thunder on the seas and land ; 
Disposes all with absolute command ; 
How could my pious son thy power incense ? 
Or what, alas ! is vanish'd Troy's offence ? 
Our hope of Italy not only lost. 
On various seas by various tempests toss'd. 
But shut from every shore, and barr'd from every 

coast. 
You promised once, a progeny divine. 
Of Romans, rising from the Trojan line. 
In after- times should hold the world in awe. 
And to the land and ocean give the law. 

6 
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How is your doom reversed, wbieb eaved nty tiktt 
Whet! Troy wasf ruin'd in tiiat cruel war 7 
Then fitter to fktes I could oopose : btft now^ 
When Fortune still pursues her former blow^ 
What can I hope ? What worse can still succeed ? 
What end of labours has your will decreed ? 
Antenori from the midst of Grecian hosts^ 
Could pass secure^ and pier^ the inyrian coasts^ 
WherCf rolling dcri^n the steep^ TimariYS raves^ 
And through nine channels disembogues his wavei 
At length he fbmnded Padua's happy seat. 
And gave his Trojans a secure retreat ; 
There fixM their arms, and there renewed their namti 
And theve in quiet rules, and crown'd with fame. 
But woi descended from your sacred line^ 
Entitled to your heaven and rites divine; 
Are banished earthy and, for the wrath of one. 
Removed ftom Latium, and the promised throne. 
Are Uliese oivr sceptres ? these our due rewards ? 
And is it thus that Jove his plighted faith regards ?' 

To whom the Father of the immortal race, 
Smiling with that serene indulgent face. 
With which he drives the clouds and clears the skies^ 
First gsfve a holy kiss ; then thus replies >«*- 
^ Daughter, dismiss thv fears : to thy desire, 
The fates of thine are nx'd, and stand entire^ 
Thou shalt behold thy wish'd LaVinian walls ; 
And, ripe for heaven, when fate J^neas calls^ ^ 
Then smlt thou bear him up, sublimer to me ; 
No councils have reversed my firm diecree. 
And, lest new fears disturb thy happy state, 
Know, I have search'd the mystic rolls of Fate : 
Thy son (nor is the appointed season far) 
In Italy shall wage successful war, 
Shall tame fierce nations in the bloody field. 
And sovereign laws impose, and cities builds 

VOL. XIV. Q 
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Tin, after every foe subdued, the sun 

Thrice through the signs his annual race shall run : 

This is his time prefix'd. Ascanius then. 

Now caird liilus, shall begin his reign. 

He thirty rolling years the crown shall wear. 

Then from Lavinium shall the seat transfer, 

Andy with hard labour, Alba-longa build. 

The throne with his succession shall be fill'd. 

Three hundred circuits more : then shall be seen 

Ilia the fair, a priestess and a queen. 

Who, full of Mars, in time, with kindly throes. 

Shall at a birth two goodly boys disclose. 

The royal babes a tawny wolf shall drain : 

Then Romulus his grandsire's throne shall gain, 

Of martial towers the founder shall become, - 

The people Romans call, the city Rome. 

To them no bounds of empire I assign. 

Nor term of years to their immortal line. 

Even haughty Juno, who, with endless broils. 

Earth, seas, and heaven, and Jove himself, turmoils. 

At length atoned, her friendly power shall join. 

To cherish and advance the Trojan line. 

The subject world shall Rome's dominion own. 

And, prostrate, shall adore the nation of the gown. 

An age is ripening in revolving fate. 

When Troy shall overturn the Grecian state, 

And sweet revenge her conquering sons shall call. 

To crush the people that conspired her fall. 

Then Caesar from the Julian stock shall rise. 

Whose empire ocean, and whose fame the skies. 

Alone shall bound; whom, fraught with eastern 

spoils, 
Our heaven, the just reward of human toils. 
Securely shall repay with rites divine ; 
And incense shall ascend before his sacred shrine. 
Then dire debate, ^nd impious war, shall cease. 
And the stern age be soften'd into peace ; 
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Then banished Faith shall once again return, - ^ 

And Vestal fires in hallow'd temples bum ; 

And Remus with Quirinus shall sustain 

The riffhteous laws, and fraud and force restrain. 

Janus himself before his fane shall wait, 

And keep the dreadful issues of his gatei 

With bolts and iron bars : within remains 

Iroprlson'd Fury, bound in brazen chains : 

High on a trophy raised, of useless arms, 

He sits, and threats the world with vain alarms.^ 

He said, and sent Cyllenius with command 
To free the ports, and ope the Punic land 
To Trojan guests ; lest, ignorant of fate. 
The queen might force them from her town and state. 
Down from the steep of heaven Cyllenius flies. 
And cleaves with all his wings the yielding skies. 
Soon on the Libyan shore descends the god, 
Performs his message, and displays his rod. 
The surly murmurs of the people cease ; 
And, as the Fates required, they give the peace. 
The oiieen herself suspends the rigid laws, 
The Trojans pities, and protects their cause. 

Mean time, in shades of night iGneas lies : 
Care seized his soul, and sleep forsook his eyes. 
But^ when the sun restored tne cheerful day. 
He rose, the coast and country to survey, 
Anxious and eager to discover more. — 
It look'd a wild uncultivated shore : 
But| whether human kind, or beasts alone, 
Possessed the new-found region, was unknown* 
Beneath a ledge of rocks his fleet he hides : 
Tall trees surround the mountain's shady 
The bending brow above a safe retreat 
Arm'd with two pointed darts, he leaves hin friends. 
And true Achates on his steps attends. 
Lo ! in the deej) recesses of the wood. 
Before his eyes his goddess-mother stood — 
A huntress m her habit and her mien : 
Her dress a maid, her air confessed a queen. 
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Bare were her knees, and knots her ^rmento bind ; 1 
Loose was her hair, and wantoned in the wind ; > 
Her hand sustained a bow ; her quiver hungbdbind. j 
She seem'd a virgin of the Spartan bloM : 
With such array Harpalyce bestrode 
Her Thracian courser, and outstripped the rapid 
flood. 

** Ho!: strangers ! have you lately seen/^ she said/ 
** One of my sisters, like myself array'd, 
Who crossed the lawn, or in the forest stray'd ? 
A painted quiver at her back she bore ; 
Varied with spots, a lynx*s hide she wore ; 
And at full cry pursued the tusky boar.'' 

Thus Venus : thus her son reptied again :— 
** None of your sisters have we neard or seen, 
O virgin ! or what other name you bear 
Above that style : — O more than mortal fair ! 
Your voice and mien celestial birth betray ! 
If, as you seem, the sister of the day, 
Or one at least of chaste Diana's train,* 
Let not an humble suppliant sue in vain ; 
But tell a stranger, long in tempests toss'd» 
What earth we tread, and who commands the coast ? 
Then on your name shall wretched mortate calif 
And ofibr'd victims at your altars faUL"-*- 
*^ I dare not," she replied, ^^ assume the name 
Of goddess, or celestial honours claim : 
For Tyrian virgin* bows and quivers bear. 
And purple buskins o'er their ankles wear. 
Know, gentle youth, in Libyan lands you are— 
A people rude in peace, and rough in war. 
The rising city, which from far you see, 
Is Carthage, and a Tyrian colony. 
Phoenician Dido rules the growing state. 
Who fled from Tyre, to shun her brother's hate. 
Great were her wrongs, her story full of fete ; 

• Note II. 
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Which I will sum in short SichaBUSp known 

For wealth, and brother to the Punic throne, 

PoMiesfiiM fair Dido's bed ; and either heart 

At once was wounded with an equal dart. 

Her father gave her, yet a spotless maid ; 

Pygmalion then the Tyrian sceptre swav*d— 

One who contemn'd divine and human laws. 

Then strife ensued, and cursed gold the cause. 

The monarch, blinded with desire of wealth, 

With steel invades his brother's life by stealth ; 

Before the sacred altar made him bleed, 

And long from her conceal'd the cruel deed. 

Some tale, some hew pretence, he daily coin'd, 

To sooth his sister, and delude her mind. 

At length, in dead of niffht, the ghost appears 

Of her unhappy lord : the spectre stares. 

And, with erected eyes, his bloody bosom bares. 

The cruel altars, and his fate, he tells, 

And the dire secret of his house reveals ; 

Then warns the widow, and her household gods, 

To seek a refuge in remote abodes. 

Last, to support her in so long a way. 

He shews her where his hidden treasure lay. 

Admonish'd thus, and seized with mortal fright. 

The queen provides companions of her flight : 

They meet, and all combine to leave the state. 

Who hate the tyrant, or who fear his hate. 

They seize a fleet, which ready rigff'd they find ; 

Nor is Pygmalion's treasure left benind. 

The vessels, heavy laden, put to sea 

With prosperous winds ; a woman leads the way. 

I know not, if by stress of weather driven. 

Or was their fatal course disposed by heaven ; 

At last they landed, where irom far your eyes 

May view the turrets of new Carthage rise ; 

There bought a space of ground, which (Byrsa call'd, 

From the bull's hide) they first inclosed, and wall'd. 
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Butwhenceareyou?whatcountryclaim8yourbirth? 
What seek you, strangers, on our Libyan earth 'i^ 

To whom, with sorrow streaming from his eyes, 
And deeply sighing, thus her son replies z^— 
" Could you with patience hear, or I relate, 
O nymph ! the tedious annals of our &te, 
Through such a train of woes if I should ruDf 
The day would sooner than the tale be done. 
From ancient Troy, by force expelled, we came~ 
If you by chance have heard the Trojan name. 
On various seas by various tenipests toss*d. 
At length we landed on your Libyan coast. 
The good ^neas am I call'd — a name. 
While Fortune favour'd, not unknown tp fame. 
My household gpds, companions of ipy woes, 
With pious care I rescued from our foes. 
To fruitful Italy my course was bent ; 
And from the King of Heaven is my descent. 
With twice ten sail I cross'd the Phr}'gian sea ; 
Fate and my mother-goddess led the way. 
Scarce seven, the thin remainders of my fleet. 
From storms preserved, within your harbour meet. 
Myself distressed, an exile, and unknown, 
Deban^d from Europe, and from Asia thrown, 
In Libyan deserts wander thus alone." 

His tender parent could no longer bear, 
But, interposing, sought to sooth his care. 
" Whoe'er you are — not unbeloved by heaven, 
Since on our friendly shore your ships are driveur- 
Have courage ; to the gods permit the rest. 
And to the queen expose your just request. 
Now take this earnest of success, for more : 
Your scattered fleet is joined upon the shore ; 
The windsare changed, yourfriendsfrom danger free; 
Or I renounce my pkill in augury. 
Twelve swans behold in beauteous order move. 
And stoop with dosipg pinions from abov^ ; 




Whom late the bird of Jove had driven along/ 
And through t)ie clouds pursued the scattering 

throng: 
Now, all united in a goodly team, 
They skim the ground, and seek the quiet stream. 
As they, with joy returning, clap their wings. 
And ride thp circuit of the skies in rings ; 
Not otherwise your ships, and every friend. 
Already hold the port, or with swift sails descend. 
No more advice is needful ; but pursue 
The path before you, and the town in view." 

Thus having said, she turn'd, and made appear 
Her neck refulgent, and dishevell'd hair. 
Which, flowing from her shoulders, reached the 

ground. 
And widely spread ambrosial scents around. 
In length of train descends her sweeping gown ; 
And, by her graceful walk, the Queen of Love is 

known. 
The prince pursued the parting deity 
With words like these : — " Ah ! whither do you fly ? 
Unkind and cruel ! to deceive your son 
In borrow'd shapes, and his embrace to shun ; 
Never to bless my sight, but thus unknown ; 
And still to speak in accents not your own !" 
Against the goddess these complaints he made. 
But took the path, and her commands obey'd. 
They march obscure ; for Venus kindly shroud^^ 
With mists, their persons, and involves in cloudS| 
That, thus unseen, their passage none might stay, 
Or force to tell the causes of their way. 
This part perform'd, the goddess flies sublime. 
To visit Paphos, and her native clime ; 
Where garlands, ever green and ever fair. 
With vows are offer'd, and with solemn prayer ; 
A hundred altars in her temple smoke ; 
A thousand bleeding hearts her powe^ invoke. 
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Hhpf (diimb Hie next aacenty and^ feoking down, 
Ifpw at i» nearer distance view th^ town. 
The prince with wpnder sees the 9tatdiy towers, 
j[ Which Iateweretiut9iendj^bepherds-homdylx)w.^ 
The ffAefi and streets ; and nears ^om every parl^ 
The fioUe and busy conwurse of liie mart 
The toiling Tyriens on each other cal}» 
To ply tb^r labour : soipe eiitmd the wall f 
3Qpie build the dtadel ; the brawn^y^ throng 
Or dig, or push nnwieldy stones along. 
Some for their dwellings chujse a spot of ground. 
Which, iir^t designed, with ditches the^r surround. 
Some laws ordain ; and some attend the dioice 
Of hgly senates, and elect by voice* 
liere some design a mole, while others there 
Lay deep foundations for a theatre. 
From marble quarries mightyr columns hew, 
Fc^ qrnaments of scenes, ana future view. 
Such is their toil, and such their busy pains. 
As exercise the bees in ^owery plains. 
When winter past, and summer scarce begun. 
Invites them forth to labour in the sun ; 
Some lead their youth abroad, while some condense 
Their liquid store, and some in ceUs dispense ; 
Some at the gate stand ready to receive 
The golden burden, and their friends relieve ; 
All, with united force, combine to drive 
The lazy drones from the laborious hive. 
With envy stung, they yiew each other's deeds ; 
The fragrant work with diligence proceeds. 
" Thrice happy you, whose walls already rise!** , 
^neas said, and viewed, with lifted eyes. 
Their lofty towers : then entering at the gate, 
ConceaPd in clouds, (prodigious to relate,) 
He mix'd, unmark'd, among the busy throng. 
Borne by the tide,imd pass'd unseen along. 



Full in the centre of the town there itoodi 
Thick set with trees, a venerable wood : 
The Tyriansi landing near this holy ground, 
And digging here, a prosperous omen found : 
From under earth a courser's head they drew. 
Their growth and future fortune to foreshow : 
This fated sij^ their foundress Juno gave. 
Of a soil fruitful, and a people brave. 
Sidonian Dido here with solemn state 
Did Juno's temple build, and consecrate, 
£nrich*d with gifts, and with a golden shrine ; 
But more the goddess made the place divine. 
Qn brasen steps the marble threshold rose. 
And brazen plates the cedar beams inclose : 
The rafters are with brazen coverings crown'd ; 
The lofty doors on brazen hinges sound. 
What first iEneas in this place beheld. 
Revived his courage, and nis fear expeird. 
For^— while, expecting there the queen, he raised 
His wondering eyes, and round the temple gazed. 
Admired the fortune of the rising town. 
The striving artists, and their art's renown—- 
He saw, in order painted on the wall. 
Whatever did unnappy Troy befall-— 
The wars that fame around the world had blown. 
All to the life, and every leader known. 
There Agamemnon, Priam here, he spies. 
And fierce Achilles, who both kings aefies. 
Hestopp*d| and weepingsaid|—''0, friend ! even here 
The monuments or Trojan woes appear ! 
Our known disasters fill even foreign lands : 
See there, where old unhappy Priam stands ! 
Even the mute walls relate the warrior's fame. 
And Trojan griefs the Tvrians' pity claim." 
He said, (his tears a rcuuy passage find,) 
Devouring what he saw so well design'd. 
And with an empty picture fed his mind : 
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For there he saw the fainting Grecians yield. 

And here the trembling Trojans auit the field. 

Pursued by fierce AchSles througn the plain. 

On his high chariot driving o'er the slain. 

The tents of Rhesus next his grief renew. 

By their white sails betray'd to nightly view ; 

And wakeful Diomede, whose cruel sword 

The Gentries slew, nor spared their slumbering lord. 

Then took the fiery steeds, ere yet the food 

Of Troy they taste, or drink the Xanthian flood. 

Elsewhere he saw where Troilus defied 

Achilles, and unequal combat tried ; 

Then, where the boy disarmed, with loosened reins. 

Was by his horses hurried o'er the plains. 

Hung by the neck and hair ; and, dragg'd around, ^ 

The hostile spear yet sticking in his wound, > 

With tracks of blood inscribed the dusty ground. } 

Meantime the Trojan dames, oppressed with woe. 

To Pallas' fane in long procession go, 

In hopes to reconcile their heavenly foe. 

They weep, they beat their breasts, they rend their' 

hair. 
And rich embroider'd vests for presents bear ; 
But the stem goddess stands unmoved with prayer. 
Thrice round the Trojan walls Achilles drew 
The corpse of Hector, whom in fight he slew. 
Here Priam sues ; and there, for sums of gold. 
The lifeless body of his son is sold. 
So sad an object, and so well express'd, 
Drewsighs and groans from the grieved hero's breast. 
To see the figure of his lifeless friend. 
And his old sire his helpless hands extend. 
Himself he saw amidst the Grecian train, 
Mix'd in the bloody battle on the plain ; 
And swarthy Memnon in his arms he knew, 
His pompous ensigns, and his Indian crew. 
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FenUiesilea there, with haughty grace, 
Lieads to the wars an Amazonian race : 
In their right hands a pointed dart they wield ; 
The lefl, for ward, sustains the lunar shield. 
Athwart her breast a golden belt she throws, "I 
Amidst the press alone provokes a thousand foes, > 
And dares her maiden arms to manly force oppose. } 
Thus while the Trojan prince employs his eyes, 
Fix'd on the walls with wonder and surprise, 
The beauteous Dido, with a numerous train, 
And pomp of guards, ascends the sacred fane. 
Such on Eurotas* banks, or Cynthus' height, 
Diana seems ; and so she charms the sight. 
When in the dance the graceful goddess leads 
The choir of nymphs, and overtops their heads. 
Known by her quiver, and her lofty mien. 
She walks majestic, and she looks their queen : 
Latona sees her shine above the rest. 
And feeds with secret joy her silent breast. 
Such Dido was ; with such becoming state. 
Amidst the crowd she walks serenely great. 
Their labour to her future sway she speeds, 
And passing with a gracious glance proceeds. 
Then iinounts the throne, high placed before the 

shrine ; 
In crowds around, the swarming people join. 
She takes petitions, and dispenses laws. 
Hears and determines every private cause : 
Their tasks in equal portions she divides, 
And, where unequal, there by lot decides. 
Another way by chance -Slneas bends 
His eyes, and unexpected sees his friends, 
Antheus, Sergestus grave, Cloanthus strong. 
And at their backs a mighty Trojan throng. 
Whom late the tempest on the billows toss'd. 
And widely scattcr'd on another coast. 
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The prince, unseetii surprised with wonder stands. 
And longs, with joyful haste, to join their hands : 
But, doubtful of the wish'd erent, he stays. 
And from the hollow cloud his fnend surveys, 
Impatient till they told their present state, 
And where they left their ships, and what their fiite. 
And why they came, and what was their request ; 
For these were sent commissioned by the rest, 
To sue for leave to land their sickly men. 
And gain admission to the gracious queen. 
Entenng, with cries they fiU'd the holy fkne ; 
Then thus, with lowlv voice, Ilioneus began :—» 
** O, queen ! indulged by favour of the gods 
To found an empire in these new abodes. 
To build a town, with statutes to restrain 
The wild inhabitants beneath thy reign-~ 
We wretched Troians, toss'd on every shore. 
From sea to sea, tny clemency implore. 
Forbid the fires our shipping to deface ! 
Receive the unhappy fugitives to grace, 
And spare the remnant of a pious race ! 
We come not with design of wasteful prey. 
To drive the country, force the swains away : 
Nor such our strength, nor such is our desire ; 
The vanquish'd dare not to such thoughts aspire. 
A land there is, Hesperia named of old— 
The soil is fruitful and the men are bold— 
The CBnotrians held it once-^bv common fiune. 
Now caird Italia, from the leader's name. 
To that sweet region was our voyage bent, 
When winds, and every warring element, 
Disturb'd our course, and, far from sight of land^ 
Cast our torn vessels on the moving sand : 
The sea came on ; the South, with mighty roar. 
Dispersed and dash'd the rest upon the rocKy shore. 
Those few you see escaped the storm, and fear. 
Unless you interpose, a shipwreck here. 
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What men, what monsters, what inhuman race, 
What laws, what barbarous customs of the place, 
Shut up a desert shore to drowning men, 
And dnve us to the crud seas again ? 
If our hard fortune no compassion draws. 
Nor hospitable rights, nor human laws. 
The gods are just, and will revenge our cause. 
JEjmm was our prince^«-4i iuster lord. 
Or nobler warrior, never arew a sword-— 
Observant of the right, religious of bis word. 
If jret he fives, and draws this vital air. 
Nor we, his friends, of safety shall despair, 
Nor you, great queen, these offices repent. 
Which he will eq^ual, and perhaps augment. 
We want not cities, nor Sicilian cofists, 
Where King Alcestes Trojan lineage boasts. 
Permit our ships a shelter on your shores. 
Refitted from your woods with planks and oars. 
That, if our prince be safe, we may renew 
Our destined course, and Italy pursue. 
But if, O best of men ! the Fates ordain. 
That thou art swallow'd in the Libyan main. 
And if our young lulus be no more, 
Dismiss our navy from your friendly shore. 
That we to good Acestes may return, 
And with our friends our common losses moumJ 
Thus spoke Iliopeus : the Trojan crew 
With cries and clamours his request renew. 
The modest queen a while, with downcast eyes, 
Fonder'd the speech, then briefly thus replies :-— 
'' Trojans ! dismiss your fears ; my cruel fate, 
And doubts attending an unsettled state, 
Force me to guard my coast from foreign foes. 
Who has not heard the story of your woes, 
The name and fortune of your native place, 
The figime and valour of the Phrygian race ? 
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We Tjrrians are not so devoid of sense, 
Nor so remote ffom Phoebus' influence. 
Whether to Latian shores your course is bent. 
Or, driven by tempests from your first intent. 
You seek the good Acestes* government. 
Your men shall be received, your fleet repaired. 
And sail with ships of convoy for your guard : 
Or, would you stay, and join your friendly powers 
To raise and to defend the Tyrian towers, 
My wealth, my city, and myself, are yours. 
And would to heaven, the storm, you felt, would 

bring 
On Carthaginian coasts your wandering king. 
My people shaU, by my command, explore 
The ports and creeks of every winding shore. 
And towns, and wilds, and shady woods, in quest 
Of so renown'd and so desired a guest/* 

Raised in his mind the Trojan hero stood. 
And long'd to break from out his ambient cloud ; 
Achates found it, and thus urged his way : — 
" From whence, O goddess-bom, this long delay ? 
What more can you desire, your welcome sure. 
Your fleet in safety, and your friend secure ? 
One only wants ; and him we saw in vain 
Oppose the storm, and swallow'd in the main. 
Qrontes in his fate our forfeit paid ; 
The rest agrees with what your njother said." 
Scarce had he spoken, when the cloud gave way. 
The mists flew upward, and dissolved in day. 
The Trojan chief appeared in open sight, 
August in visage, and serenely bright. 
His mother-goddess, with her hands divine. 
Had form'd his curling locks, and made his temples 

shine. 
And given his rolling eyes a sparkling grace. 
And breathed a youthful vigour on his face ; 
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Like polish'd ivoiy, beauteous to beholdi 
Or Parian marble^ when encliased in gold ; 
Thus radiant from the circling cloud he broke. 
And thus with manly modesty he spoke J— 
" He whom you seek am I ; by tempests toss'd, 
And saved from shipwreck on your Libyan coast ; 
Presenting, gracious queen, before your throne, 
A prince that owes his life to you alone. 
Fair majesty ! the refuge and redress 
Of those whom Fate pursues, and wants oppress I 
You, who your pious offices employ 
To save the reliques of abandoned Troy ; 
Receive the shipwrecked on your friendly shore. 
With hospitable rites relieve the poor ; 
Associate in your town a wandering train. 
And strangers in your palace entertain. 
What thanks can wretched fugitives return. 
Who, scatter'd through the world, in exile mourn ? 
The gods, (if gods to goodness are inclined — 
If acts of mercy touch their heavenly mind,) 
And, more than all the gods, your generous heart, 
Conscious of worth, requite its own desert ! 
In you this age is happy, and this earth, 
And parents more than mortal gave you birth. 
While rolling rivers into seas shall run. 
And round the space of heaven the radiant sun ; 
While trees the mountain-tops with shades supply, 
Your honour, name, and praise shall never die. 
Whatever abode my fortune has assign'd. 
Your image shall be present in my mind." 
Thus having said, he turn'd with pious haste, '^ 
And joyful nis expecting friends embraced ; > 
With his right hand Ilioneus he graced,* j 



• The early editions read ftvas graced i but Dr Carey judicious- 
ly substitutes he, for the preservation of both sense and grammar.. 
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Serestus with his left ; then to his breast 
CloantlHis and the noble Gyas pressed ; 
And so by turns descended to the rest. 

The Tyrian queen stood fix'd upon his &ite. 
Pleased with his motions, ravish'd with his grdce ; 
Admired his fortunes, more admired the mmi ; 
Then recollected stood, and thus began :-— 
" What fate, O goddess-bom ! what angry powers 
Have cast you shipwrecked on our barren shores ? 
Are you the great ^neas, known to fame. 
Who from celestial seed yout lineage daim ? 
The same ^neas, whom fair Venus bore 
To famed Anchises on the Idsean shore ? 
It calls into my mind, though then a dbild. 
When Teucer came, from Salamis exiled. 
And sought my father's aid, to be restored : 
My father Belus then with fire and sword 
Invaded Cyprus, made the region bare. 
And, conquering, finished the successful war. 
From him the Trojan siege I understood. 
The Grecian chiefs, and your illustrious' blood. 
Your foe himself the Dardan valour praised. 
And his own ancestry from Trojans raised. 
Enter, my noble guest ! and you shall find. 
If not a costly welcome, yet a kind : 
For I myself, like you, have been distressed. 
Till heaven afforded me this place of rest. 
Like you, an alien in a land unknown, 
I learn to pity woes so like my own," 
She said, and to the palace led her guest. 
Then offered incense, and proclaimed a feast. 
Nor yet less careful for her absent friends. 
Twice ten &t oxen to the ships she sends ; 
Besides a hundred boars, a hundred lambs. 
With bleating cries, attend their milky dams ; 
And jars of generous wine,, and spacious bowls. 
She gives, to cheer the sailors' drooping souls. 
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Now purple hangings clothe the palace^walls, 
And sumptuous leasts are made in splendid halls : 
On Tyrian carpets, richly wrought, they dine ; 
With loads of massy plate the side-boards shine. 
And antique vases, all of gold emboss'd, 
(Hie gold itself inferior to the cost 
Of curious work,) where on the sides were seen 1 
The fights and figures of illustrious men, > 

Prom their first founder to the present queen. ) 

The good ^neas, whose paternal care 
lulus' absence could no longer bear, 
Despatched Achates to the snips in haste, 
To ffive a glad relation of the past, 
And, fraugnt with precious gifts, to bring the boy, 
Snatch'd from the ruins of unhappy Troy— 
A robe of tissue, stiff with golden wire ; 
An upper vest, once Helen's rich attire. 
From Argos by the famed adultress brought. 
With golden flowers and winding foliage wrought-— 
Her mother Leda's present, when she came 
To ruin Troy, and set the world on flame ; 
The sceptre Priam's eldest daughter bore. 
Her orient necklace, and the crown she wore 
Of double texture, glorious to behold ; 
One order set with gems, and one with gold. 
Instructed thus, the wise Achates goes. 
And, in his diligence, his duty shows. 

But Venus, anxious for her son's affairs. 
New counsels tries, and new designs prepares : 
That Cupid should assume the shape and face 
Of sweet Ascanius, and the sprightly grace ; 
Should bring the presents, in her nephew's stead. 
And in Eliza's veins the gentle poison shed : 
For much she fear'd the Tyrians, double-tongued. 
And knew the town to Juno's care belong'd. 
These thoughts by night her golden slumb^s broke, 
And thus, alarm'd, to winged Love she spoke :— « 
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And often hast thou mourned with me his pains. 
Him Dido now with blandishment detains ; 
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** My son, my strength, whose mighty power alone 
Controuls the Thunderer on his awml throne^ 
To thee thy much- afflicted mother flies. 
And on thy succour and thy faith relies. 
Thou know'st, my son, how Jove's revengeful wife, 
By force and fraud, attempts thy brother's life ; * 

; I 

But I suspect the town where Juno reigns. ) 
For this, 'tis needful to prevent her art. 
And fire with love the proud Phoenician's heart— 
A love so vi(dent, so strong, so sure. 
That neither age can change, nor art can cure. 
How this may be performed, now take my mind : 
Ascanius by his father is design'd 
To come, with presents laden, from the port. 
To gratify the queen, and gain the court. 
I meaii to plunge the boy in pleasing sleep. 
And, ravish'd, in Idalian bowers to keep. 
Or high Cythera, that the sweet deceit 
May pass unseen, and none prevent the cheat. 
Take thou his form and shape. I beg the grace, *^ 
But only for a night's revolving space, > 

Thyself a boy, assume a boy's dissembled face ; ) 
That when, amidst the fervour of the feast. 
The Tyrian hugs and fonds thee on her breast. 
And with sweet kisses in her arms constrains. 
Thou may'st infuse thy venom in her veins." 
The God of Love obeys, and sets aside 
His bow and quiver, and his plumy pride ; 
He walks lulus in his mother's sight. 
And in the sweet resemblance takes delight. 
The goddess then to young Ascanius flies. 
And in a pleasing slumber seals his eyes : 
LuU'd in her lap, amidst a train of Loves, 
She gently bears him to her blissful groves, ] 



Then with a wreath of myrtle crowns his head» 
And softly lays him on a flowery bed* 
Cupid meantime assumed his form and face. 
Following Achates with a shorter pace. 
And brought the gifts. The q^ueen already sate 
s Amidst the Trojan lords, in shming state. 
High on a golden bed : her princely guest 
Was next her side ;* in order sate the rest. 
Then canisters with bread are heap'd on high ; 
The attendants water for their hands supply. 
And, having washed, with silken towels dry. 
"Next fifty handmaids in long order bore 
The censers, and with fumes the gods adore : 
Then youths and virgins, twice as many, join 
To place the dishes, and to serve the wine. 
The Tyrian train, admitted to the feast, 
Approach, and on the painted coudies rest. 
All on the Trojan gifts with wonder gaze, 
But view the beauteous boy with more amaase, 
His rosy-colour'd cheeks, his radiant eves, 
His motions, voice, and shape, and all the god's dis- 
guise } 
Nor pass unpraised the vest and veil divine. 
Which wanaering foliage and rich flowers entwine. 
But, far above the rest, the royal daitie, 
(Already doom'd to love's disastrous flame>) 
With eyes insatiate, and tumultuous joy. 
Beholds the presents, and admires the bey. 
The guileful god about the hero long. 
With children's play, and false embraces, hung ; 
Then sought the queen ; she took him to her arms 
With greedy pleasure, and devour'd bis charms. 
Unhappy Dido little thought what guest. 
How dire a god, she drew so near her breast. 
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But he, not mindless of his mother's prayer^ ^ 
Works in the pliant bosom of the fair, t 

And moulds her heart anew, and blots her former C 

care. ^ 

The dead is to the living love resigned ; 
And all ^neas enters in her mind. 

Now, when the rage of hunger was appeased. 
The meat removed, and every guest was pleased, 
The golden bowls with sparkling wine are crown'd. 
And through the palace cheerful cries resound. 
From gilded roofs depending lamps display 
Nocturnal beams, that emulate the day. 
A golden bowl, that shone with gems divine. 
The queen commanded to be crown'd with wine — 
The bowl that Belus used, and all the Tyrian line. 
Then, silence through the hall proelaim'd, she 

spoke : — 
" O, hospitable Jove } we thus invoke. 
With solemn rites, thy sacred name and power ; 
Bless to both nations this auspicious hour ! 
So may the Trojan and the Tyrian line 
In lasting concord from this day combine. 
Thou, Bacchus, god of joys and friendly cheer^ 
And gracious Jctno,.both be present here ! 
And you, my lords of Tyre, your vows address 
To heaven with mine, to ratify the peace." 
The goblet then she took, with nectar crown'd, 
(Sprinkling the first libations on the ground,) 
And raised it to her mouth with sober grace. 
Then, sipping, offer'd to the next in place. 
'Twas Bitias whom she call'd-^a thirsty soul ; 
He took the challenge, and embraced me bowl. 
With pleasure swill'd the gold, nor ceased to draw. 
Till he the bottom of the brimmer saw. 
The goblet goes around : lopas brought 
His golden lyre, and sung what ancient Atias 

taught— 
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The various labours of the wandering moon. 
And whence proceed the eclipses of the sun ; 
The original of men and beasts ; and whence -j 
The rains arise, and fires their warmth dispense, v 
And fix'd and erring stars dispose their influence ; ) 
What shakes the solid earth ; what cause delays 
The summer nights, and shortens winter days. 
With peals of snouts the Tyrians praise the song ; 
Those peals are echoed by the Trojan throng. 
The unhappy queen with talk prolonged the night, 
And drank large draughts of love with vast delight; 
Of Priam much inquired, of Hector more ; ") 

Then ask'd what arms the swarthy Memnon wore, >- 
What troops he landed on the Trojan shore ; j 
The steeds of Diomede varied the discourse. 
And fierce Achilles, with his matchless force ; 
At length, as Fate and her ill stars required. 
To hear the series of the war desired. 
*^ Relate at large, my god-like guest," she said, 
'* The Grecian stratagems, the town betray'd : 
The fatal issue of so long a war, 
Your flight, your wanderings, and your woes, de- 
clare ; 
For, since on every sea, on every coast, 
Your men have been distress'd, your navy toss'd. 
Seven times the sun has either tropic view'd. 
The winter banish'd* and the spring renew'd/' 
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VoUl. 

Hie realmi of ocean, and ihsJlMi tfaltf 
An ffUn^f ntft Ut,^f, Wl, 

Pdoitciill V ipoftklngf ih^Jf Ids qfair are und^r the cotnmMid of 
Jufio, And ft^ vicegerent ^^oliii. Why then does Neptune oitl 
them hi« f I aniweri Hecitu»e being aoa of the iea, Molu§ could 
raiie no tempest in the atmoiphere above them without hie leave. 
But why does Juno addreii to her own iub»titute 1 1 answer, Me 
bad an immediate power over the windSf whom Juno desires to 
employ on her revenge* That power was absolute bv land ( which 
Virgil plainly insinuates i for, when Boreas and his brethren were 
let loosof he says at first, ierrag turhim perjtanl'^ihim adds, Inat^ 
bmre marl. To raise a temnest on the sea^ was usurpation on the 
prerogative of Neptune, wiio had given him no leave, and therm 
fore was enraged at his attempt* I may also add, that they who 
•re in a passion, as Neptune then was, are apt to assume to them' 
selves more than is properly their due. 
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Note II. 

virgin /— — — ^rc. 

If, as you seem f the sister of the day, 

Or one at least qf chaste Diana's trdin, — ?• 244« 

Thus in the original — 

O quam te menurtrtm^ nWgo \ 

An Phashi tor or y an nympharum tanguinit una f 

Thif if a family compliment, which ^neai hero beitowf on 
Venus. His father Anchiscs had used the very same to that 
goddess when he courted her. This appears by that very an- 
cient Greek poem/ in which that amour is so beautifully de- 
scribed, and which is thought Homer's, though it seems to be 
written before his age. 

Note Iir. 



— — — Her princely guest 
Was next her side. — P. 259* 

This, I confessf is improperly translated, a^d according to the 
modern fashion of sitting at table. But the ancient custom of 
lying on beds had not been understood by the unlearned reader* 



• The Hymn on Venui. 
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BOOK II. 



ARGUMENT. 

JEneai relates how ike cUyof Tnjy was taken f qfier a ten year^ 
siegg, by the treachery ^Sinon, and the Hraiagem of a wooden 
hone. He dedaree inejixed resolution he had taken not to eur* 
woe the rtdn qf his country, and the various adventures he met 
with in the defence of it. At last, having been before advised by 
Hector's ghost, ana now by the appearance of his mother VenuSp 
he is prevailed upon to leave the town, ana settle his houuhold 
gods tn another country. In order to thisf he carries qff his 
Jaiher on his shoulders, and leads his little son by the hand, his 
wifejidlowing him behind. When he comes to the place appointed 
for the general rendezvous, hefnds a great confiuence mfeopk% 
but misses his wifcf whose ghost afterwards appears to hsm, and 
tells him the land which was designed for himr 

All were attentive to the TOdlike man, 
When from his lofty couch he thus began : — 
** Great queen, what you command me to relate. 
Renews the sad remembrance of our fate : 



* The destruction of Veil is here shadowed under that of Troy. 
Livvy in his description of it, seems to have emulated in his prose, 
and almost equalled, the beauty of Virgil's verse.— Drydim. 



iEN£18, II. 865 

An empire from its old foundations rent. 
And every woe the Trojans underwent ; 
A peopled city made a desert place ; 
All that I saw, and part of which I was ; 
Not even the hardest of our foes could hear. 
Nor stem Ulysses tell, without a tear. 
And now the latter watch of wasting night, 
And setting stars, to kindly rest invite. 
But, since you take such interest in our woe. 
And Troy's disastrous end desire to know, 
I will restrain my tears, and briefly tell 
What in our last and fatal night befell. 
By destiny compell'd, and in despair. 
The Greeks grew weary of the tedious war. 
And, by Minerva's aid, a fabric rear'd. 
Which like a steed of monstrous height appear'd : 
The sides were plank'd with pine : they feign'd it 

made 
For their return, and this the vow they paid. 
Thus they pretend, but in the hollow side, ^ 

Selected numbers of their soldiers hide : 
With inward arms the dire machine they load. 
And iron bowels stu£P the dark abode. 
In sight of Troy lies Tenedos, an isle 
(While Fortune did on Priam's empire smile) 
Renown'd for wealth ; but, since, a faithless bay. 
Where ships exposed to wind and weather lay. 
There was their fleet conceal'd. We thought, for 

Greece 
Their sails were hoisted, and our fears release. 
The Troians, coop'd within their walls so long. 
Unbar their gates, and issue in a throng. 
Like swarming bees, and with delight survey 
The camp deserted, where the Grecians lay : 
The q[uarters of the several chiefs they show'd— 
Here I'hoenix, here Achilles, made abode ; 
Here join'd the battles ; there the navy rode. 
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Fart on the pile their wondering eyes employ-- 

The pile by Pallas raised to ruin Troy. 

Thymoetes first ('tis doubtful whether hired^ 

Or so the Trojan destiny required) 

Moved, that the ramparts might be broken down. 

To lodge the monster fabric in the town. 

But CapySt and the rest of sounder mind, 

The fatal present to the flames design'd, 

Or to the watery deep ; at least to bore 

The hollow sides, and hidden frauds explore. 

The giddy vulgar, as their fancies guide. 

With noise say nothing, and in parts divide. 

Laocoon, follow'd by a numerous crowd. 

Ran from the fort, and cried, from far, aloud :— 

" O, wretched countrymen ! what fury reigns ? 

What more than madness has possessed your brains ? 

Think you the Grecians from your coasts are gone ? 

And are Ulysses' arts no better known ? 

This hollow fabric either must inclose. 

Within its blind recess, our secret foes ; 

Or 'tis an engine raised above the town. 

To o'erlook the walls, and then to batter down. 

Somewhat is sure design'd, by fraud or force-*- 

Trust not their presents, nor admit the horse." 

Thus having said, against the steed he threw 

His forceful spear, which, hissing as it flew. 

Pierced through the yieldingplanks of jointed wood, 

And trembling in the hollow belly stood. 

The sides, transpierced, return a rattling sound. 

And groans of Greeks inclosed come issuing through 

the wound. 
And, had not heaven the fall of Troy design'd, ^ 
Or had not men been fated to be blmd, y 

Enoughwas said and done to inspireabettermind. i 
Then had our lances pierced the treacherous wood. 
And Ilian towers and Priam's empire stood. 
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Meantime, with shouts, the Trojan shepherds bring 
A captive Greek in bands, before the king-— 
Taken, to take— who made himself- their prey. 
To impose on their belief, and Troy betray ; 
Fix'd on his aim, and obstinately bent 
To die undaunted, or to circumvent. 
About the captive, tides of Trojans flow ; 
All press to see, and some insult the foe. 
Now hear how well the Greeks their wiles disguised ; 
Behold a nation in a man comprised. 
Trembling the miscreant stood; unarm'dandbound. 
He stared, and roird his hagard eyes around. 
Then said, ** Alas ! what earth remains, what sea 
Is open to receive unhappy me ? 
What fate a wretched fugitive attends, 
Scom'd by my foes, abandon'd by my friends ?" 
He said, and sigh'd, and cast a rueful eye ; 
Our pity kindles, and our Dassions die. 
We cheer the youth to make his own defence. 
And freely tell us what he was, and whence : 
What news he could impart, we long to know, 
And what to credit from a captive foe. 

His fear at length dismiss'd, ne said, — ^* Whatever 
My fate ordains, my words shall be sincere : 
I neither can nor dare my birth disclaim ; 
Greece is my country, Sinon is my name. 
Though plunged by Fortune's power in misery, 
'Tis not m Fortune's power to make me lie. 
If any chance has hither brought the name 
Of Falamedes, not unknown to fame. 
Who sufTer'd from the malice of the times. 
Accused and sentenced for pretended crimes. 
Because the fatal wars he would prevent ; 
Whose death the wretched Greeks too late lament-— 
Me, then a boy, my father, poor and bare 
Of other means, committed to his care, 
kinsman and companion in the war. 
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While Fortune favour'd, while his arms suppwt 
The cause, and ruled the counsels of the court, 
I made some figure there ; nor was my name 
Obscure, nor I without my share of fame. 
But when Ulysses, with fallacious arts. 
Had made impression in the people's hearts. 
And forged a treason in my patron's name, 
(I speak of things too far divulged by fame,) 
My kinsman fell Then I, without support. 
In private moum'd his loss, and left the court. 
Mad as I was, I could not bear his fate 
With silent grief, but loudly blamed the state, 
And cursed the direful author of my woes.—* 
Twas told again ; and hence my ruin rose. 
I threat^n'd, if indulgent heaven once more 
Would land me safely on my native shore. 
His death with double vengeance to restore. 
This moved the murderer's hate ; and soon ensued 
The effects of malice from a man so proud. 
Ambiguous rumours through the camp he spread. 
And sought, by treason, my devoted head ; 
New crimes invented ; left untum'd no stone. 
To make my guilt appear, and hide his own ; 
Till Calchas was by force and threatening wrought — 
But why — ^why dwell I on that anxious thought ? 
If on my nation just revenge you seek, 
And 'tis to appear a foe, to appear a Greek ; 
Already you mv name and country know ; 
Assuage your thirst of blood, and strike the blow : 
My death will both the kingly brothers please. 
And set insatiate Ithacus at ease." 
This Mt unfinish'd tale, these broken starts. 
Raised expectations in our longing hearts ; 
Unknowing as we were in Grecian arts. 
His former trembling once again renew'd. 
With acted fear, the villain tnus pursued :— • 




** Long had the Grecians (tired with fruitless care, 
And wearied with an unsuccessful war) 
Resolved to raise the siege, and leave the town ; 
And, had the gods permitted, they had gone. 
But oft the wintery seas, and southern winds^ 
Withstood their passage home, and changed their 

minds. 
Portents and prodigies their souls amazed ; 
But most, when this stupendous pile was raised ; 
Then flaming meteors, hung in air, were seen, 
And thunders rattled through a sky serene. 
Dismay'd, and fearful of some dire event, 
Eurypylus, to inquire their fate, was sent 
He from the gods this dreadful answer brought : 
• O Grecians, when the Trojan shores you sought. 
Your passage with a virgin's blood was bought : 
So must your safe return be bought again. 
And Grecian blood once more atone the main/ 
The spreading rumour round the people ran ; 
All fear*d and each believed himself the man. 
Ulvsses took the advantage of their fright ; 
Caird Calchas, and produced in open sight. 
Then bade him name the wretch, ordain'd by fate 
The public victim, to redeem the state. 
Already some presaged the dire event. 
And saw what sacrifice Ulysses meant. 
For twice five days the good old seer withstood 
The intended treason, and was dumb to blood, 
Till, tired with endless clamours and pursuit 
Of Ithacus, he stood no longer mute, 
But, as it was agreed, pronounced that I 
Was destined by the wrathful gods to die. 
All praised the sentence, pleased the storm should 

faU 
On one alone, whose fury threatened all. 
The dismal day was come : the priests prepare 
Their leaven'd cakes, and fillets for my hair. 
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I followed nature's laws, and must avow^ . 
I broke my bonds, and fled the fatal blow. 
Hid in a weedy lake all night I lay, 
Secure of safety when they sail'd away. 
But now what further hopes for me remain. 
To see my friends, or native soil, a^ain ; 
My tender infants, or my careful sire. 
Whom they returning will to death require ; 
Will perpetrate on them their first design, 
And take the forfeit of their heads for mine ? 
Which, O ! if pity mortal minds can move. 
If there be faith below, or gods above. 
If innocence and truth can claim desert. 
Ye Trojans, from an injured wretch avert !** 

False tears true pity move ; the king commands 
To loose his fetters, and unbind his hands. 
Then adds these friendly words :— ^ Dismiss thy 

fears; 
Forget the Greeks ; be mine as thou wert theirs ; 
But truly tell, was it for force or guile. 
Or some religious end, you raised the pile ?** 
Thus said the king. — He, full of fraudful arts. 
This well-invented tale for truth imparts : — 
^ Ye lamps of heaven !" he said, and lifted high 
His hands now free, — ** thou venerable sky ! 
Inviolable powers, adored with dread ! 
Ye fatal fillets, that once bound this head ! 
Ye sacred altars, from whose flames I fled ! 
Be all of you adjured; and grant I may. 
Without a crime, the ungrateful Greeks betray. 
Reveal the secrets of the guilty state, 
And justly punish whom I justly hate ! 
But you, O king, preserve the faith you gave. 
If I, to save myself, your empire save. 
The Grecian hopes, and all the attempts they made. 
Were only founded on Minerva's aid. 
But from the time when impious Diomede, 
And fabe Ulysses, that inventive head. 
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Her fatal image from the temple drew, 
The sleeping guardians of the castle slew, 
Her virgin statue with their bloody hands 
Polluted, and profaned her holy bands ; 
From thence the tide of fortune left their shore, 
And ebb*d much faster than it flow'd before : 
Their courage languished, as their hopes decay 'd ; 
And Pallas, now averse, refused her aid. 
Nor did the goddess doubtfully declare 
Her altered mind, and alienated care. 
When first her fatal image touch'd the ground. 
She sternly cast her glaring eyes around. 
That sparkled as they roU'd, and seem'd to threat : 
Her heavenly limbs distill'd a briny sweat. 
Thrice from the ground she leaped, was seen to wield 
Her brandished lance, and shake her horrid shields 
Then Calchas bade our host for flight prepare, 
And hope no conquest from the tedious war. 
Till first they sail'd for Greece ; with prayers be- 
sought 
Her injured power, and better omens brought. 
And now their navy ploughs the watery main. 
Yet soon expect it on your shores again, 
With Pallas pleased ; as Calchas did ordain. 
But first, to reconcile the blue-eyed maid 
For her stolen statue and her tower betray'd, 
Warn'd bv the seer, to her ofiended name 
We raised and dedicate this wonderous frame. 
So lofty, lest through your forbidden gates 
It pass, and intercept our better fates : 
For, once admitted there, our hopes are lost ; 
And Troy may then a new Palladium boast ; 
For so religion and the gods ordain. 
That, if you violate with hands profane 
Minerva's gift, your town in flames shall bum, 
(Which omen, O ye gods, on Graecia turn !) 
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But if it climb, with your assisting hands. 
The Trojan walls, and in the city stands ; 
Then Troy shall Argos and Mycenae burn. 
And the reverse of fate on us return.** 

With such deceits he gain'd their easy hearts, 
Too prone to credit his perfidious arts. 
What Diomede, nor Thetis' greater son, '\ 

A thousand ships,nor ten years' siege, had done— > 
False tears and fawning words the city won. } 

A greater omen, and of worse portent, 
Did our unwary minds with fear torment, 
Concurring to produce the dire event. 
Laocodn, Neptune's priest by lot that year. 
With solemn pomp then sacrificed a steer ; 




Their flaming crests above the waves they show ; 
Their bellies seem to bum the seas below ; 
Their speckled tails advance to steer their course. 
And on the sounding shore the flying billows force. 
And now the strand, and now the plain, they held. 
Their ardent eyes with bloody streaks were fill'd ; 
Their nimble tongues they brandish'd as they came, 
And lick'd their hissing jaws, that sputter'a flame. 
We fled amazed ; their destined way they take. 
And to Laocoon and his children make ; 
And first around the tender boys they wind. 
Then with their sharpen'd fangs their limbs and 

bodies grind. 
The wretched father, running to their aid 
With pious haste, but vain, they next invade ; 
Twice round his waist their winding volumes roU'd; 
And twice about his gasping throat they fold. 
The priest thus doubly choked — their crests divide. 
And towering o'er his head in triumph ride. 

9 



With both his hknds he labours at the knots ; 

His holy fillets the blue Venom blots ; 

His roaring fills the flitting air around. 

ThuSy when an ox receives a fflancing wound. 

He breaks his bands^ the fatal altar flies, 

And with loud bellowinffs breaks the yielding skies. 

Their tasks perforni'd^ the serpents quit their prey, 

And to the tower of JPallas make their way : 

Couched at her feet, they lie protected there, 

By her large buckler, and protended spear. 

Amazement seizes all ; the general cry 

Proclaims Laocoon justly doom'd to die, 

Whosje hand the will of Pallas had withstood. 

And dared to violate the sacred wood. 

All vote to admit the steed, that vows be paid. 

And incense offer'd^ to the oflended maid. 

A spacious breach is made ; the town lies bare ; 

Some hoisting-levers, some the wheels, prepare. 

And fasten to the horse's feet ; the rest 

With cables haul along the unwieldy beast. 

Each on his fellow for assistance calls ; 

At length the fatal fabric mounts the walls. 

Big with destruction. Boys with chaplets crowned. 

And choirs of virgins, sing and dance around. 

Thus raised aloft, and then descending down. 

It enters o'er our heads, and threats the town. 

O sacred city, built by hands divine ! 

O valiant heroes of the Trojan line ! 

Four times he struck : as oft the clashing sound 

Of arms, was heard, and inward groans rebound. 

Yet, mad with zeal, and blinded with our fate, 

We haul along the horse in solemn state ; 

Then place the dire portent within the tower. 

Cassandra cried, and cursed the unhappy hour ; 

Foretold our fate ; but, by the god's decree, 

All heard, and none believed the prophecy. 
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With branches we the fimes adorn, and waste. 
In jollity, the day ordain'd to be the last 
Meantime the rapid heavens rolled down the lights 
And. on the shaded ocean rush'd the night ; 
Our men, secure, nor guards nor centries hdd. 
But easy sleep their weaiy limbs coinpeird. 
Xhe Gredaris had embark'd their naval powers 
From Tenedbs^ and sought our welUknown shores, 
Safe under covert of the silent night. 
And guided by the imperial galley's light ; 
When Sinon, favoured by the partial gods, 
Unlock'd the horse, and oped his dark abodes ; 
Restored to vital air our hidden foes. 
Who joyful .from their long confinement rose. 
Thessandet* bold^ and Sthenelus their guides 
And dire Ulysses, down the cable slide : 
Then Thoas,; Athamas, and Py rrhus, haste ; 
Nor was the Fodalirian hero last> 
Nor injured Menelaiis, nor the famed 
Epeus, who the fatal engine framed. 
A nameless orowd. succeed ; their forces join 
To invade the town, oppress'd with sleep and wine. 
Those few they find awak^ first meet their late ; 
Then to their fellows they unbar the gate. 

'Twas in the dead of night, wh^n sleep repairs 
Our bodies worn with toils, our minds with cares, 
When Hector's ghost before my sight appears : 
A bloody shroud he seem'd,. and bathed in tears ; 
Such as he was, when, by Pelides slain, 
Thessalian coursers dragged hixh o'er the plain. 
S wpln were his feet, as when the thongs were thrust 
Through the bored holes; his body black with dust ; 
Unlike that Hector, who returned, from toils 
Of war, triumphant in iEacian spoils. 
Or him, who made the fainting Greeks retire. 
And launched against their navy Phrygian fire. 
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and beard stood stifTen^d with his. gore i' 
And all the wbunds he for his country bore^ 
Now streamed afresh, and With new purple rdn. 
I wept to see, the visionary man, 
And, while my trance continued, thus began :^m 
**0 light of Trojans, and support of Troy, 
Thr iather's champion, atid thy oountry^s joy ! 
O, long expected by thy friends ! from whenjce 
Art thou so late returned for our defence ? 
Do we behold thee, wearied as we are. 
With length of labours, and with toils of war? 
^fter so many funerals of thv own. 
Art thou restored to thy declining town ? 
Buf say, what wounds are these ? what new disgrate 
Deforms the manly features of thy face ?'' 

To this the spectre no reply did frame^ . 
But answer'd to the cause lor which he caxtte. 
And, groaning from the bottom of his breast. 
This warning, in these mournful words, exjpress'd : 
** O goddess-born ! escape, by timely ^ht; 
The flames and horrors of this fatal niffht. 
The foes already have possesd'd the wful ; 
Troy nods from high, and totters to her fall. 
Enough 16 paid to I^riam's royal name. 
More than enough to duty and to fame. 
If by a mortal hand my father's throne 
Could be defended, 'twas by mine alone. 
Now Troy to thee commends her future state. 
And gives her gods companions of thy fate : 
From their assistance, happier walls expect, 
Which, wandering long, at last thou shalt ^rect.** 
He said, and brought me, from their blest Itbodes, 
The veneraUe statues af the gods. 
With ancient Vesta from the sacred choir. 
The wreaths and reliques of the immortal fire* 

Now peals of shouts come thundering from a&r, 
Cries, threats, and loud Uments, and mingled war : 
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The iidide approaches, though oar palace stood ' 
Aloof from streets, endompass'd with a wood. 
I^ouder, and yet more loud, I hear the alarms 
Of human cries distinct, and clashing arms. 
Pear broke my slumbers ; I no longer stay, V 
But mount the terrace, thence the town survey, > 
And hearken what the frightful sounds convey. } 
Thus, when a flood of fire by wind is borne, . •. 
Crackling it rolls, and mows the standing com ; ' 
Or deluges, descending on the plains, 
Sweep o'er the yellow year, destroy the pains 
Of labouring oxen, ana the peasant's gains ; 
Unroot the forest oaks, and bear away ' 

Flocks, folds, and trees, an undistinguish'd prey-*- 
The shepherd climbs the cliff, and sees from fat ^ ? 
The wasteful ravage of the watery war. 
Then Hector's faith wafe manifestly clear'd, 
And X^recian frauds in open light appear'd. 
The palace of Deiphobus ascends 
In smoky flames, and. catches on his friends. 
Ucalegon burns next: the seas are bright 
With splendour riot their own, and shine with Tro- 
jan light. 
New clamours and new clangors now arise. 
The sound of trumpets mix'd with fighting cries. ' 
With phrenzy seized, I run to meet the alarms^ 
Resolved on death, resolved to die in arms. 
But first to gather friends, with them to oppose 
(If fortune favour'd) and repel the foes ; 
Spurr'd by my courage, by my country fired. 
With sense of honour and revenge inspired. 

Panthiis, Apollo's priest, a sacred name. 
Had 'scaped the Grecian swords, and pass'd theflame : 
With reliques loaden, td my doors he fled. 
And by the band his tender grandson led. 
V What hope, O Parithfts ? whither can we run ? 
Where make a stand ? and what may yet be done ?"; 
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Scarce had I said, when FanthCks, with a gro^n; 
" Troy is no more, and Ilium was a town? • •* 
The fatal day, the appointed hour, is come, 
When wrathAil Jove's irrevocable doom 
Transfers the Trojan state to Grecian hands. 
The fire consumes the town, the foe commands ; • 
And armed hosts, an unexpected force, *> 

Break from the bowels of the fatal horse. ' ' 

Within the gatejs, proud Sinon throws about 
The flames ; and foes, for entrance, press without. 
With thousand others, whom I fear to name, 
More than from Ar^os or Mycenae came* 
To several posts their parties they divide ; 
Some block the narrow streets, some scour the widd: 
The bold they kill, the unwary they surprise ; 
Who fights finds death,and death finds him whofiies. 
The warders of the gate but scarce maintain 
The unequal combat, and resist in vain*'' 

I heard; and heaven, that welUbom souls inspires. 
Prompts me, through lifted swords and rising fires. 
To run, where clashing arms and clamour calls. 
And rush undaunted to defend the walls. 
Ripheus and Iphitus by my side engage, 
For valour one renown'd, and one for age. 
Dymas and Hypanis by moonlight knew 
My motions and my mien, and to my party drew ; 
With young Choroebus, who by love was led 
To win renown, and fair Cassandra's bed ; 
And lately brought his troops to Priam's aid, 
Forewam'd in vain by the prophetic maid : 
Whom when I saw resolved in arms to fall. 
And that one spirit animated all, 
" Brave souls !'' said I,-— *^ but brave, alas ! in vain — 
Come, finish what our cruel fates ordain. 
You see the desperate state of our affairs. 
And heaven's protecting powers are deaf to prayers. 
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The passive gods bdiold the Gre^ defile 
Their temple^ and abandon to die spoil 
Their own abodes : we^ feeble few, conspire 
To save a sinking town, involved in fire. ' 
Then let us fall, but fall amidst our foes : 
Despair o£ life the means of living shows.** 
So bold a speech encouraged thdr desire 
Of death, and added fuel to their fire. 

As hungry wolves, with raginff appetite. 
Scour through the fieids,nor fear the stormy night— - 
Their whelps at home expect the promised food. 
And lonff to temper their dry chaps in bl6odr~ 
So rush'd we forth at once : resolved to die, 
Resolved, in death, the last extremes to try. 
We leave the narrow lanes behind, and daie 
The unequal combat in the public square : 
Night was our friend ; our leader was Despair. ^ 
what tongue can tell the slaughter of that nijg^t ? 
What eyes can weep the sorrows and affright ? 
Ap ancient and imperial city falls ; 
The streets are fiira with frequent frmerals ; 
Houses and holy temples float in blood. 
And hostile nations make a common flood. 
Not only Trojans fall ; but, in their turn. 
The vanquish'd triumph^ and the victors mouro. 
Ours take new courage from despair and ni^t ; 
Confused the fortune is, confused the flght 
All parts resound with tumults, plaints, and fears ; 
And grisly Death in sundry shapes appears. ' 
Andro^eos fell among us, with his band. 
Who wought us Grecians newly come to land. 
" From whence," said he, " my friends, thislongdelay ? 
You loiter, while the spoils are borne away : 
Our ships are laden with the Trojan store ; 
And ]^ou, like truants, come too late ashore.** 
He said, but soon corrected his mistake^ 
Found, by the doubtful answers which we make. 
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Amaited» he would have shunned the uiieqnal fight ; 
But we, 'more ntlmerous, intercept his. flight. 
Ai when some peasant in a bushy brake. 
Has with unwary footing press'd a snake ; 
He starta aside, astonished, when he s^ies 
His rising crest, blue neck, and rolling eyes ; 
So, from our arms, surprised Andrpgeos flieri-^ 
In vain ; for him and nis we comtass round; 
Possessed with fear, unknowing or th6 ground. 
And of their lives an easy conquest found. ' 
Thus Fortune on our first endeavour smiled. 
Choroebus then, with youthful hopes beguiled, 
Swoln with success, and of a daring Inind, 
This new invention fatally design'd. ^ 

•* My friends," said he, *' since Fortune shews the wajr, 
'Tis fit we should the auspicious guide obey. 
For what has she these Grecian arms bestoW'd, 
But their destruction, and the Trojans' good ? - 
Then change we shields, and their devices bear : 
Let fraud supply the want of force in war. 
Thev find us arms.'' This said, himself he dress*d 
In aead Androgeos' spoils, his upper vest. 
His painted buckler, and his plumy crest. 
Thus Ripheus, Dymas, all the Trojan train. 
Lay down their own attire, and strip the slain. 
Mix'd with the Greeks, we go with ill presage, 
Flatter'd with hopes to glut our greedy rage ; 
Unknown, assaulting whom we blindly meet. 
And strew, with Grecian carcases, the street. 
Thus while their straggling parties we defeat. 
Some to the shore and safer ships retreat ; 
And some, oppress'd with more ignoble fear. 
Remount the noUow horse, and pant in secret there. 

But, ah ! what use of valour can be made. 
When heaven's propitious powers refuse their aid ? 
Behold the royal prophetess, the fair 
Cassandra, dragg'd by her dishevell'd hair. 
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Whom not Minerva's shrine, nor sacred bands, 
In safety could protect from sacrilegious hands : 
On heaven she cast her eyes, she sigh'd, she cried— 
'Twas all she could — ^her tender arms were tied. 
So sad a sight Choroebus could not bear ; 
l^ut, fired with rage, distracted with despair. 
Amid the barbarous ravishers he flew. 
Qur leader's rash example we pursue r 
But stormsof stones, from the proud temple'sheight, 
Pour down, and on our batter'd helms alight : 
We from our friends received this fatal blow. 
Who thought us Grecians, as we seem'd in show. 
They aim at the mistaken crests, from high ; 
And ours beneath the ponderous ruin lie. 
Then, moved with anger and disdain, to see 
Their troops dispensed, the royal virgin free. 
The Grecians rally, and their powers unite. 
With fury charge us, and renew the fight. 
The brother kings with Ajax join their force, 
And the whole s(]|^uadron of Tbessalian horse. 

Thus, when the rival winds their quarrel try. 
Contending for the kingdom of the sky. 
South, east, and west, on airy coursers bom&— 
The whirlwind gathers, and the woods are torn : 
Then Nereus strikes the deep : the billows rise. 
And, mix^d with ooze and sand, pollute the skies. 
The troops we squander'd first, again appear 
From several quarters, and inclose the rear. 
They first observe, and to the rest betray. 
Our difierent speech ; our borrowed arms survey. 
Oppress'd with odds, we fall ; Choroebus first. 
At Pallas' altar, by Feneleus pierced. 
Then Ripheus follow'd, in the unequal fight ; 
.Tust of his word, observant of the right : 
Heaven thought not so. Dymas their fate attends, 
With Hypanis, mistaken by their friends. 
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Nor, PanthiiSi thee thy mitre, nor the bands 
Of awful Fhcebus, saved from impious hands. 
Ye Trdan flames ! your testimony bear, 
What I performed, and what I suffer'd there ; ' 
No sword avoiding in the fatal strife, 
Exposed to death, and prodigal of life. 
Witness, ye heavens ! I live not by my fault : 
I strove to have deserved the death 1 sought. 
But, when I could not fight, and would have died, 
Borne off to distance by the growing tide. 
Old Iphitus and I were hurried thence, 
With Pelias wounded, and without defence. 
New clamours from the invested palace ring ; 
We run to die, or disengage the king. 
So hot the assault, so high the tumult rose. 
While ours defend, and while the Greeks oppoie. 
As all the Dardan and Argolic race 
Had been contracted in that narrow space ; 
Or as all Ilium else were void of fear, 
And tumult, war, and slaughter, only there. 
Their targets in a tortoise cast, the foes, 
Secure advancing, to the turrets rose : 
Some mount the scaling-ladders ; some, more bold. 
Swerve upwards, and bv posts and pillars hold : 
Their left hand gripes tneir bucklers in the ascent. 
While with the right they seize the battlement. 
From the demolish'd towers, the Trojans throw 
Huge heaps of stones, that, falling, crush the foe : 
Ana heavy beams and raflers from the sides, 
(Such arms their last necessity provides !) 
And gilded roofs, come tumbling from on high, 
The marks of state, and ancient royalty. 
The guards below, fix'd in the pass, attend 
The charge undaunted, and the gate defend. 
Renew'd in courage with recovered breathy 
A second time we ran to tempt our death, 
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To clear the palace from the foe, succeed 
The weary living, and revenge the dead. 

A postem*door, yet unobserved and free^ 
Join'd by the length of a blind gallery, 
To the king's closet led — a way well known 
To Hector's wife^ while Priam held the throne^— 
Through which she brought Astyanax, unseen. 
To cheer his grandsire, and his grandsite^s que^i. 
Through this we pass, and mount the tower, from 

whence 
With unavailing arms the Trojans make defence. 
From this the trembling king had oft descried 
The Grecian camp, and saw their navy ride. 
Beams from its lofty height with swords we hew. 
Then, w:renching with our hands, the assault renew; 
And, where the rafters on the columns meet. 
We push them headlong with our arms and feet 
The lightning flies not swifter than the fall. 
Nor thunder louder than the ruin'd wall : 
Down goes the top at once ; the Greeks beneath 
Are piecemeal torn, or pounded into death* 
Yet more succeeds and more to death are sent : 
We cease not from above, nor they below relent. 
Before the gate stood Fyrrhus, threatening loud» 
With glittering arms conspicuous in the crowd. 
So shines, renewed in youth, the crested snake^ ' 
Who slept the winter in a thorny brake. 
And, casting off his slough when spring returns, 
Now looks aloft, and with new glory bums, • 
Restored with poisonous herbs ; his ardent sides 
Keflect the sun ; and, raised on spires, he rides 
High o'er the gi^ss : hissing he rolls along. 
And brandishes by fits his forky tongue. 
Proud Periphas, and fierce Autoraedon, 
His father's charioteer, together run 
To force the gate : the Scyrian infantry 
Rush on in crowds, and the barr'd passage free. 
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Yet shall the fact not pass livithout applause. 
Of vengeance taken in so just a cause, 
l^he punish'd crime shall set my soul at ease. 
And murmuring manes of my friends appease.^ 
Thus while I rave, a gle^m of pleasing light 
Spread o'er the place; and, shining heavenly bright^ 
My mother stood reveat'd before my sight— 
Never so radiant did her eyes appear ; 
Not her own star confessed a lignt so dear-— 
Great in her charms^ as when on gods above 
dhe looks, and breathes herself into their love. 
She held my hand, the destined blow to break ; 
Then from her rosy lips began to speak :*— 
^^ My son ! from whence this madness, this neglect 
Of my commands, and those whom I protect ? 
Why this unmanly rage ? Recal to mind 
Whom you forsake, what pledges leave behind* 
Look if your helpless father yet survive, 
Or if Ascanius or Creiisa live. 
Around your house the greedy Grecians err ; 
And these had perish'd in the nightly war. 
But for my presence and protecting care. 
Not Helen's face, nor Pans, was in fault ; 
But by the gods was this destruction brought. 
Now cast your eyes around, while 1 dissolve 
The mists and films that mortal eyes involve, 
Purge from your sight the dross, and make you see 
The shape of each avenging deity. 
Enlighten'd thus, my just commands fulfil, 
Nor fear obedience to your mother^s will. 
Where yon disorder'd heap of ruin lies. 
Stones rent from stones, — ^where clouds of dust 

arise,— 
Amid that smother, Neptune holds his place, 
Below the wall's foundation drives his mace. 
And heaves the building from the solid base. 
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Look, where, in arms, imperial Juno stands 
Full in the Scsean gate, with loud commands. 
Urging on shore the tardy Grecian bands. 
See ! Pallas, of her snaky buckler proud. 
Bestrides the tower, refulgent through the cloud : 
See ! Jove new courage to the foe supplies. 
And arms against the town the partial deities. 
Haste hence, my son ! this fruitless labour end : 
Haste,whereyourtremblingspouseandsireattend: 
Haste ! and a mother's care your passage shall be-i 

friend.** 

She said, and swiftly vanished from my sight. 
Obscure in clouds, and gloomy shades of night. 
I look'd, I listened ; dreadful sounds I hear ; 
And the dire forms of hostile gods appear. 
Troy sunk in flames I saw, (nor could prevent,) 
And Ilium from its old foundations rent — 
Rent like a mountain-ash, which dared the winds. 
And stood the sturdy strokes of labouring hinds. 
About the roots the cruel axe resounds ; 
The stumps are pierced with oft>-repeated wounds. 
The war is felt on high ; the nodding crown 
Now threats a fall, and throws the leafy honours 

down. 
To their united force it yields, though late, 
Andmoumswithmortalgroanstheapproachingfate. 
The roots no more their upper load sustain ; 
But down she falls, and spreads a ruin through the 

plain. 
Descending thence, I 'scape through foes and fire: 
Before the goddess, foes and flames retire. 
Arrived at home, he, for whose only sake. 
Or most for his, such toils I undertake— 
The good Anchises — whom, by timely flight, 
I purposed to secure on Ida's height— 
Refused the journey, resolute to die. 
And add his funerals to the fate of Troy, 

13 
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Rather than ^xile and old age sustain. 
^* Go you, whose blood runs warm in every vein. 
Had heaven decreed, that I should life enjoy. 
Heaven had decreed to save unhappy Troy. 

^ 'Tis, sure, enough, if not too much, for one. 
Twice to have seen our Ilium overthrown. 
Make haste to save the poor remaining crew. 
And give this useless corpse a long adieu. 
These weak old hands suffice to stop my breath ; 
At least the pitying foes will aid my death. 
To take my spoils, and leave my body bare : 
As for my sepulchre, let heaVen take care. 
'Tis long since I, for my celestial wife, 
Loath'd by the gods, have dragged a lingering life ; 
Since every hour and moment I expire, 
Blasted from heaven by Jove's avenging fire.** 
This oft repeated, he stood fix'd to die : 
Myself, my son, my wife, my family, 

, Entreat, pray, beg, and raise a doleful cry--- 
^* What ! will he still persist, on death resolve, 
And in his ruin all his house involve ?" 
He still persists his reasons to maintain ; 
Our prayers, our tears, our loud laments, are vain. 

Urged by despair, again 1 go to try 
The fate of arms, resolved in fight to die. 
What hope remains, but what my death must give ? 
" Can I, without so dear a father, live ? 
You term it prudence, what I baseness call ; 
Could such a word from such a parent fall ? 
If Fortune please, and so the gods ordain. 
That nothing should of ruin*d Troy remain. 
And you conspire with Fortune to be slain ; 
The way to death is wide, the approaches near : 
For soon relentless Pyrrhus will appear. 
Reeking with Priam's blood — the wretch who slew ^ 
The son (inhuman) in the father's view, > 

And then the sire himself to the dire altar drew. } 
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goddess-mother ! give me back to Fate ; 
Your gift was undesired, and came too late. 
Did you, for this, unhappy me convey 
Through foes and fires, to see my house a prey ? 
Shall I my father, vtrife, and son, behold. 
Weltering in blood, each other's arms infold ? 
Haste! gird my sword, though spent, and overcome: 
'Tis the last summons to receive our doom. 

1 hear thee. Fate ! and I obey thy call ! 
Not unrevenged the foe shall see me fall. 
Restore me to the yet unfinished fight : 

My death is wanting to conclude the night." 
Arm'd once again, my glittering sword I wield, ^ 
While the other hand sustains my weighty shield^ >- 
And forth I ri^sh to seek the abandon'd field. ) 
I went ; but sad Creiisa stopp'd my waiy. 
And 'cross the threshold in my passage lay. 
Embraced my knees, and, when I would have gone, 
Shew'd me my feeble sire, and tender son. 
If death be your design — at least," said she. 
Take us along to share your destiny. 
If any farther hopes in arms remain. 
This place, these pledges of your love, maintain. 
To whom do you expose your father's life. 
Your son's, and mine, your now forgotten wife ?** 
While thus she fills the house with clamorous cries. 
Our hearing is diverted by our eyes : 
For, while I held my son, in the short space 
Betwixt our kisses and our last embrace, 
(Strange to relate !) from young liilus head 
A lambent flame arose, which gently spread 
Around bis brows, and on his temples fed. 
Amazed, with running water we prepare 
To quench the sacred fire, and slake his hair ; 
But old Anchises, versed in omens, reared 
His hands to heaven, and this request preferred :• 
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" If any V0W3, almighty Jove, can bend ^ 

Thy will — if piety can prayers commend — f 
Confirm the glad presage which thou art pleased?* 
to send,'* j 

Scarce had he said, when, on our left;, we hear 
A peal of rattling thunder roll in air : 
There shot a streaming lamp along the sky. 
Which on the winged lightning seem'd to fly : 
From o'er the roof the blaze began to move. 
And, trailing, vanished in the Idcean grove. 
It swept a path in heaven, and shone a guide. 
Then m a steaming stench of sulphur died. 

The good old man with suppliant hands implored 
The gc^s' protection, and their star adored. 
" Now, now," said he, " my son, no more delay ! 
I yield, I follow where heaven shews the way. 
Keep (O my country gods !) our dwelling-place. 
And guard this relique of the Trojan race. 
This tender child ! — These omens are your own. 
And you can yet restore the ruin'd town. 
At least accomplish what your signs foreshow : 
I stand resigned, and am prepared to go." 

He said. — The crackling flames appear on high, 
And driving sparkles dance along the sky. 
With Vulcan's rage the ri3ing winds conspire. 
And near our palace roll the flood of fire. 
" Haste, my dear father ! ('tis no time to wait,) 
And load my shoulders with a willing freight. 
Whate'er befalls, your life shall be my care ; 
One death, or one deliverance, we will share. 
My hand shall lead our little son ; and you. 
My faithful consort, shall our steps pursue. 
Next you, my servants, heed my strict commands : 
Without the walls a ruin'd temple stands. 
To Ceres hallow'd once ; a cypress nigh 
Shoots up her venerable head on bigh» 
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By long religion kept ; there bend your feet. 
And in^ divided parties let us meet. 
Our country goas, the reliques, and the bands, 
Hold you, my father, in your guiltless hands : 
In me 'tis impious holy things to bear. 
Red as I am with slaughter, new from war. 
Till in some living stream I cleanse the guilt 
Of dire debate, and blood in battle spilt.** 
Thus ordering all that prudence could provide, 
I clothe my shoulders with a lion's hide. 
And yellow spoils ; then, on my bending back. 
The welcome load of my dear father take ; 
While on my better hand Ascanius hung. 
And with unequal paces tript along. 
Creiisa kept behind : by choice we stray 
Through every dark and every devious way. 
I, who so bold and dauntless, just before. 
The Grecian darts and shock of lances bore. 
At every shadow now am seized with fear. 
Not for myself, but for the charge I bear ; , 
Till, near the ruin'd gate arrived at last. 
Secure, and deeming all the danger past, 
A frightful noise of trampling feet we hear. 
My father, looking through the shades with fear, 
Cried out, — " Haste, haste, my son ! the foes are 

nigh ; 
Their swords and shining armour I descry." 
Some hostile god, for some unknown offence. 
Had sure bereft my mind of better sense ; 
For, while through winding ways I took ray flight, 
And sought the shelter of the gloomy night, 
Alas ! I lost Creiisa : hard to tell 
If by her fatal destiny she fell, 
Or weary sate, or wander'd with affright ; 
But she was lost for ever to my sight. 
I knew not, or reflected, till I meet 
My friends, at Ceres' now deserted seat. 



^e met ; not we was wanting; only she 
^Deceived her friends^ her son, and wretched me. 
"What mad expressions did my tongue refuse ? 
Whom did I not, of gods or men, accuse ? 
This was the fatal blow, that pain'd me more 
Than all I felt from ruin'd Troy before. 
Stung with my loss, and raving with despair. 
Abandoning my now forgotten care, 
Of cbunsel, comfort, and of hope, bereft. 
My sire, my son, my country gods, I left. 
In shining armour once again I sheath 
My limbs, not feeling wounds, nor fearing death. 
Then headlong to the burning walls I run. 
And seek the danger I was forced to shun. 
-I tread my former tracks, through night explore 
Each passage, every street I cross'd before. 
All things were full of horror and affright. 
And dreadful even the silence of the night. 
Then to my father*s house 1 make repair. 
With some small glimpse of hope to find her there. 
Instead of her, the cruel Greeks I met': 
The house was fiU'd with foes, with flames be^et. 
Driven on the wings of winds, whole sheets of fire. 
Through air transported, to the roofs aspire. 
From thence to Priam's palace I resort. 
And search the citadel, and desert court. 
Then, unobserved, I pass by Juno*s church : 
A guard of Grecians had possessed the porch ; 
There Phoenix and Ulysses watch the prey, 
And thither all the wealth of Troy convey — 
The spoils which they from ransaek'd houses brought. 
And golden bowls from burning altars caught. 
The tables of the gods, the purple vests. 
The people's treasure, and the pomp of pries^p. 
A rank of wretched youths, with pinion'd hands^ 
And captive matrons, in long order stands. 



< 
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Then, with ungovem'd madness, I proclaim. 

Through all the silent streets, CreiisiEi's name : 

Creiisa still I call ; at length she hears. 

And sudden, through the snades of night, appears— 

Appears, no more Creusa, nor my wife. 

But a pale spectre, larger than the life. 

Aghast, astonish'd, and struck dumb with fear, 

I stood ; like bristles rose my stiffened hair. 

Then thus the ghost began to sooth my grief: — 

•' Nor tears, nor cries, can give the dead relief. 

Desist, my much-loved lord, to indulge your pain ; 

You bear no more than what the gods ordain. 

My fates permit me not from hence to fly ; 

Nor he, the great controller of the sky. 

Long wandering ways for you the powers decree — 

On land hard labours, and a length of sea. 

Then, after many painful years are past. 

On Latium's happy shore you shall be cast. 

Where gentle Tyber from his bed beholds 

The flowery meadows, and the feeding folds. 

There end your toils ; and there your fates provide 

A quiet kingdom, and a royal bride : 

There Fortune shall the Trojan line restore. 

And you for lost Creusa weep no more. 

JFear not that I shall watch, with servile shame, 

The imperious looks of some proud Grecian dame. 

Or, stooping to the victor's lust, disgrace 

My goddess mother, or my royal race. 

And now, farewell ! the parent of the gods 

Restrains my fleeting soul in her abodes. 

I trust our common issue to your care." 

She said, and gliding pass'd unseen in air. 

I i^trove to speak ; but horror tied my tongue ; 

And thrice about her neck my arms I flung, 

And, thrice deceived, on vain embraces hung. 

Light as an empty dream at break of day. 

Or as a blast of wind, she rush'd awky. 
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Thus having pass'd the night in fruitless pain, 
I to my longing friends return again — 
Amazed the augmented number to bjehold. 
Of men and matrons mix'd, of young and old — 
A wretched exiled crew together brought, 
With arms appointed, and with treasure Araught, 
Resolved, and willing, under my command, 
To run all hazards both of sea and land. 
The Morn began, from Ida, to display 
Her rosy cheelcs ; and Phosphor led the day : 
Before the gates the Grecians took their post» 
And all pretence of late relief was lost. 
I yield to Fate, unwillingly retire. 
And, loaded, up the hill convey my sire. 
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BOOK III, 



ARGUMENT. 

JEneas proceeds in.his relation : he gives an account of the fleet with 
fvhicn he sailed^ and the success of his first t>oyage to Thrade* 
From thence he directs his course to Delos, and asks the oracle 
what place the gods had appointed for his habitation f By a mis^ 
take of the oracle*s answer, he settles in Crete. His household 
sods give him the true sense of the oracle, in a dream. HeJbU 
Toms their advice, and makes the best of his way for Italy. He 
is cast pit several shores, and meets with very surprising adven* 
tures, till at length he lands on Sicily, where his father Anchises 
dies. This is the place which he was sailing from^ when the tern' 
pest rose, and threw him upon the Carthaginian coast, 

W^HEN heaven had overturn'd the Trojan state. 
And Priam's throne, by too severe a fate ; 
When ruin'd Troy became the Grecians' prey. 
And Ilium^s lofty towers in ashes lay ; 
Warn'd by celestial omens, we retreat. 
To seek in foreign lands a happier seat. 
Near old Antandros, and at Ida's foot. 
The timber of the sacred groves we cut. 
And build our fleet — uncertain yet to find 
What place the gods for our repose assign'd. 
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Friends daily flock ; and scarce the kindly spring 
Began to clothe the ground, and birds to sing, 
When old Anchises summoned all to sea : 
The crew my father and the Fates obey. 
With sighs and tears I leave my native shore. 
And empty fields, where Ilium stood before. 
My sire, my son, our less and greater gods, 
All sail at once, and cleave the briny floods. 
Against our coast appears a spacious land. 
Which once the flerce Lycurgus did command, 
(Thracia the name — the people bold in war — 
Vast are their fields, and tillage is their care,) 
A hospitable realm while Fate was kind, 
With xroy in friendship and religion join'd. 
I land, with luckless omens ; then adore 
Their gods, and draw a line along the shore : 
I lay the deep fdundations of a wall, 
Ana iEnos, nam^d from me, the city call, 
^o Dioncean Venus vows are paid, 
And all the powers that rising labours aid ; 
A bull on Jove's imperial altar laid. 
Not far, a rising hillock stood in view ; 
Sharp myrtles, on the sides, and cornels grew. 
There, while I went to crop the sylvan scenes. 
And shade our altar with tneir leafy greens, 
I puU'd a plant — with horror I relate 
A prodigy so strange, and full of fate — 
The rooted fibres rose ; and, from the wound, 
Slack bloody drops distiird upon the ground. 
Mute and amazed, my hair with terror stood ; 
Fear shrunk my sinews, and congeal'd my blood. 
Mann'd once again, another plant I try : 
That other gush'd with the same sanguine dye. 
Then, fearing guilt for some offence unknown, 
With prayers and vows the Dryads I atone. 
With all the sisters of the woods, and most 
The God of Arras, who rules the Thracian coast— 
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That they, or he, these omens would avert. 
Release our fears, and better signs impart. 
Clear'd, as I thought, and fullj fix'd at length 
To learn the cause, I tugg'd with all my strengdi : 
I bent my knees against the ground : once more 
The violated myrtle ran with gore. 
Scarce dare I tell the sequel : from the womb 
Of wounded earth, and caverns of the tomb, 
A groan, as of a troubled ghost, renew'd 
My fright, and then these dreadful words ensued : — 
" Why dost thou thus my buried body rend ? 
O ! spare the corpse of thy unhappy friend ! 
Spare to pollute thy pious hands with blood : 
The tears distil not from the wounded wood ; 
But every drop this living tree contains, . 
Is kindred blood, and ran in Trojan voins. 
O ! fly from this inhospitable shoite^ 
Wam'd by my fate ; for I am Folydore ! 
Here loads of lances, in my blood embrued. 
Again shoot upward, by my blood renew'd." 

My faultering tongue and shivering limbs declare 
My horror, and in bristles rose my hair. 
When Troy with Grecian arms was closely pent, "I 
Old Priam, fearful of the war's event, >• 

This hapless Polydorie to Thracia sent : } 

Loaded with gold, he sent his darling, far 
From noise and tumults, and destructive war, 
Committed to the faithless tyrant's care ; 
Who, when he saw the power of Troy decline. 
Forsook the weaker with the strong to join — 
Broke every bond of nature and of truth. 
And murder'd, for his wealth, the royal youth. 

sacred hunger of pernicious gold ! 
What bands of faith can impious lucre hold ? 
Now, when my soul had shaken off her fears, 

1 call my father, and the Trojan peers — 
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Relate the prodigies of heaven — ^require 
What he commands, and their advice desire. 
All vote to leave that execrable shore. 
Polluted with the blood of Polydore ; 
But, ere we sail, his funeral rites prepare. 
Then, to his ghost, a tomb and altars rear. 
In mournful pomp the matrons walk the round, 
With baleful cypress and blue fillets crown' 
With eyes dejected, and with hair unbound. 
Then bowls of tepid milk and blood we pour. 
And thrice invoke the soul of Polydore. 

Now, when the raging storms no longer reign, 
But southern gales invite us to the main, 
We launch our vessels, with a prosperous wind. 
And leave the cities and the shores behind. 

An island in the JEgasan main appears : 
Neptune and watery JDoris claim it theirs. 
It floated once, till Phoebus fix'd the sides 
To rooted earth, and now it braves the tides. 
Here, borne by friendly winds, we come ashore, "k 
With needful ease our weary limbs restore, >• 
And the Sun's temple and his town adore. ) 

Anius, the priest and king, with laurel crown'd. 
His hoary locks with purple fillets bound, 
Who saw my sire the Delian shore ascend, 
Came forth with eager haste to meet his friend ; 
Invites him to his palace : and, in sign 
Of ancient love, their nlighted hands they join. 
Then to the temple ot the god I went. 
And thus, before the shrine, my vows present : — 
" Give, O Thymbraus ! give a resting place 
To the sad reliques of the Trojan race ; 
A seat secure, a region of their own, 
A lasting empire, and a happier town. 
Where shall we fix ? where shall our labours end ? 
Whom shall we follow, and what fate attend ? 
Let not my prayers a doubtful answer find ; 
But in clear auguries unveil thy mind.'* 
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Scarce had I said : he shook the holy ground, ^ 

The laurels, and the lofty hills around ; t 

And from the tripos rush'd a bellowing sound. ) 

Prostrate we fell ; confess'd the present god, 

Who gave this answer from his dark abode :— - 

" Undaunted youths ! go, seek that mother earth 

From which your ancestors derive their birth. 

The soil that sent you forth, her ancient race. 

In her old bosom shall again embrace. 

Through the wide world the -^neian houseshall reign, 

And children's children shall the crown sustain.'* 

Thus Phoebus did our future fates disclose : 

A mighty tumult, mix'd with joy, arose. 

All are concerned to know what place the god 

Assigned, and where determined our abode. 

My father, long revolving in his mind 

The race and lineage of the Trojan kind. 

Thus answer'd their demands : — " Ye princes, hear 

Your pleasing fortune, and dispel your fear. 

The fruitful isle of Crete, well known to &me. 

Sacred of old to Jove's imperial name, 

In the mid ocean lies, with large command. 

And on its plains a hundred cities stand. 

Another Ida rises there, and we 

From thence derive our Trojan ancestry. 

From thence, as 'tis divulged by certain fame. 

To the Rhoetean shores old Teucer came ; 

There fix'd, and there the seat of empire chose. 

Ere Ilium and the Trojan towers arose. 

In humble vales they built their soft abodes, -% 

Till Cybele, the mother of the gods, [- 

With tinkling cymbals charm'd the Idaean woods, i 

She secret rites an4 ceremonies taught. 

And to the yoke the savage lions brought. 

Let us the land, which heaven appoints, explore ; 

Appease the winds, and seek the Gnosian shore. 

If Jove assists the passage of oiu: fleet, 

The third propitious dawn discovers Crete." 



JGNElS, in. 801 

Thus having said, the sacrifices^ laid 

On smoking altarSi to the gods he paid— « 

A bully to Neptune an oblation due^ 

Another bull to bright Apollo, slew — 

A milk-white ewei the western winds to please. 

And one coal-black to calm the stormy seas. 

Ere this, a flying rumour had been spread, 

That fierce Idomeneus from Crete was fled, 

Expell'd and exiled ; that the coast was free 

From foreign or domestic enemy. 

We leave tne Delian ports, and put to sea ; 

By Naxos, famed for vintage, make our way ; 

Then green Donysa pass ; and sail in sight 

Of Paros' isle, with marble quarries white, 

AVe pass the scatter'd isles of Cyclades, 

That, scarce distinguish'd, seem to stud the seas. 

The shouts of sailors double near the shores ; 

They stretch their canvas, and they ply their oars. 

•• All hands aloft ! for Crete ! for Crete !" they cry, 

And swiftly through the foamy billows fly. 

Full on the promised land at length we bore, 

With joy descending on the Cretan shore. 

With eager haste a rising town I frame. 

Which from the Trojan Pergamus I name : 

The name itself was grateful : — I exhort 

To found their houses, and erect a fort. 

Our ships are hauPd upon the yellow strand ; 

The youth begin to till the laboured land ; 

And I myself new marriages promote, 

Give laws, and dwellings I divide by lot : 

When rising vapours choke the wholesome air. 

And blasts of noisome winds corrupt the year ; 

The trees devouring caterpillars burn ; 

Parch'd was the grass, and blighted was the corn : 

Nor 'scape the beasts ; for Sirius, from on high, 

With pestilential heat infects the sky : 

My men — some fall, the rest in fevers fry. 
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Again my father bids Die seek the shore 
Of sacred Delos, and the god implore, 
To learn what end of woes we might expect. 
And to what clime our weary course direct. 

'T was night, when every creature, void of cares. 
The common gift of balmy slumber shares ; 
The statues ofmy gods, (for such they seem'd,) 
Those gods whom I from flaming Troy redeemed. 
Before me stood, m^estically bright. 
Full in the beams of Phoebe's entering light 
Then thus they spoke, and eased my troubled mind : 
" What from the Delian god thou goest to find. 
He tells thee here, and sends us to relate. 
Those powers are we, companions of thy fate. 
Who from the burning town by thee were brought, 
Thy fortune foUow'd, and thy safety wrought. 
Through seas and lands as we thy steps attend. 
So shaU our care thy glorious race befriend. 
An ample realm for thee thy fates ordain, 
A town, that o'er the conquer'd world shall reign. 
Thou, mighty walls for mighty nations build ; 
Nor let thy weary mind to labours yield : 
But change thy seat ; for not the Delian god. 
Nor we, have given thee Crete for our abode. 
A land there is, Hesperia call'd of old, 
(The soil is fruitful, and the natives bold— 
The (Enotrians held it once,) by later fame 
Now caird Italia, from the leader's name, 
lasius there and Dardanus were born ; 
From thence we came, and thither must return. 
Rise, and thy sire with these glad tidings greet 
Search Italy ; for Jove denies thee Crete." 

Astonish'd at their voices and their sight, 
(Nor were they dreams, but visions of the night ; 
I saw, I knew their faces, and descried. 
In perfect view, their hair with fillets tied,) 
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I started from my couch ; a clammy sweat 
On all my limbs and shivering body sate. 
To heaven I lift my hands with* pious haste, 
And sacred incense in the flames I cast 
Thus to the gods their perfect honours done, 
More cheerful to my good old sire I run, 
And tell the pleasing news. In little space 
He found his error of the double race ; 
Not, as before he deem'd, derived from Crete ; 
No more deluded by the doubtful seat ; 
Then said,—" O son, turmoil'd in Trojan fate ! 
Such things as these Cassandra did relate. 
This day revives within my mind, what she 
Foretold of Troy renew'd in Italy, 
And Latian lands; but who could then havex 
thought, / 

ThatPhrygjan godstoLatium shouldbe brought ? i 
Or who believed what mad Cassandra taught ? 3 
Now let us go, where Phoebus leads the way." 
He said ; and we with glad consent obey. 
Forsake the seat, and, leaving few behind. 
We spread our sails before the willing wind. 
Now from the sight of land our galleys move, 
With only seas around, and skies above ; 
When o'er our heads descends a burst of rain. 
And night with sable clouds involves the main ; 
The ruffling winds the foamy billows raise ; 
The scattered fleet is forced to several ways ; 
The face of heaven is ravish'd from our eyes. 
And in redoubled peals the roaring thunder flies. 
Cast from our course, we wander in the dark ; 
No stars to guide, no point of land to mark. 
Even Palinurus no distinction found 
Betwixt the night and day ; such darkness reign'd 

around. 
Three starless nights the doubtful navy strays. 
Without distinction, and three sunless days ; 
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The fourth renews the light, and, from our shrouds, 
We view a rising land, like distant clouds ; 
The mountain-tops confirm the pleasing sight. 
And curling smoke ascending from their height. 
The canvass falls ; their oars the sailors ply ; 
From the rude strokes the whirling 'waters fly. 
At length I land upon the Strophades, 
Safe from the danger of the stormy seas. 
Those isles are compass'd by the Ionian main. 
The dire abode where the K)u1 Harpies reign. 
Forced by the winged warriors to repair 
To their old homes, and leave their costly fare. 
Monsters more fierce offended heaven ne'er sent 
From hell's abyss, for human punishment-!— 
With virgin-faces, but with wombs obscene, 
Foul paunches, and with ordure still unclean ; 
With claws for hands, and looks for ever lean. 

We landed at the port, and soon beheld 
Fat herds* of oxen graze the flowery field. 
And wanton goats without a keeper stray 'd.— 
With weapons we the welcome prey invade. 
Then call the gods for partners of 6ur feast. 
And Jove himself, the chief invited guest. 
We spread the tables on the greensward ground ; 
We feed with hunger, and the bowls go round ; 
When from the mountain-tops, with hideous cry, 
And clattering wings, the hungry Harpies fly : 
They snatch the meat, defiling all they find. 
And, parting, leave a loathsome stench behind. 
Close by a hollow rock, again we sit. 
New dress the dinner, and the beds refit. 
Secure from sight, beneath a pleasing shade. 
Where tufted trees a native arbour made. 
Again the holy fires on altars bum ; 
And once again the ravenous birds return. 
Or from the dark recesses where they lie. 
Or from another quarter of the sky — 

IS 
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With fiHhy claws their odious meal repeat^ 
And mix their loathsome ordures with their* meat. 
I bid my friends for vengeance then prepare. 
And with the hellish nation wage the war. 
They, as commanded, for the fight provide. 
And in the grass their glittering weapons hide ; 
. Then, when along the crooked shore we hear 
Their clattering wings, and saW the foes appear, 
Misenus sounds a charge : we take the alarm, 
And our strong hands with swords and bucklers arm. 
* In this new kind of combat, all employ 
Their utmost force, the monsters to destroy — 
In vain :«— the fated skin is proof to wounds ; 
And from their plumes the shining sword rebounds. 
At length rebuird, they leave their mangled prey. 
And their stretchd pinions to the skies display. 
Yet one remain'd — the messenger of Fate, 
High on a craggy cliff Celasno sate. 
And thus her dismal errand did relate : — 
" What ! not contented with our oxen slain. 
Dare you with heaven an impious war maintain, 
And drive the HarpieS from their native reign ? 
Heed therefore what I say ; and keep in mind 
What Jove decrees, what Pha^bus has designed. 
And I, the Furies' queen, from both relate—- 
You seek the Italian shores, foredoom'd by Fate : 
The Italian shores are granted you to find. 
And a safe passage to the port assigned. 
IBut know, that, ere your promised walls you build, 
IMy curses shall severely be fulfilled. 
^Fierce famine is your lot — ^for this misdeed, 
IReduced to grind the plates on which you feed.'' 



* Dr Carey proposes to read our ; but the alteration seems 
unnecessary. 
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She 8aid» and to the neighbouring forest flew. 

Our courage fails us, and our fears renew. 

Hopeless to win by war, to prayers we fall. 

And on the offended Harpies humbly call. 

And (whether gods or birds obscene they were) 

Our vows, for pardon and for piece, prefer. 

But old Anchises, offering sacrifice, 

And lifting up to heaven his hands and eyes, 

Adored the greater gods — " Avert," said he, 

" These omens : render vain this prophecy. 

And from the impending curse a pious people free/' 

Thus having said, he bids us put to sea ; 

We loose from shore our halsers, and obey, 

And soon with swelling sails pursue our watery way. 

Amidst our course, Zacynthian woods appear ; 

And next by rocky Nerotis we steer : 

We fly irom Ithaca's detested shore, 

And curse the land which dire Ulysses bore. 

At length Leucate's cloudy top appears, 

And the Sun's temple, which the sailor fears. 

Resolved to breathe a while from labour past. 

Our crooked anchors from the prow we cast. 

And joyful to the little city haste. 

Here, safe beyond our hopes, our vows we pay 

To Jove, the guide and patron of our way. 

The customs of our country we pursue, 

And Trojan games on Actian shores renew. 

Our youth their naked limbs besmear with oil, 

And exercise the wrestlers' noble toil — 

Pleased to have saiVd so long before the wind, 

And left so many Grecian towns behind. 

The sun had now fulfilled his annual course. 

And Boreas on the seas display 'd his force : 

I fix'd upon the temple's lofty door 

The brazen shield which vanquish'd Abas bore ; 

The verse beneath my name and action speaks : — 

" These arms Mneas took from conquering Greeks." 
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Then I command to weigh ; the seamen ply 
Their sweeping oars ; the smoking billows fly. 
The sight of high Pheeacia soon we lost. 
And skimm'd along Epirus' rocky coast. 
Then to Chaonia's port our course we bend. 
And, landed, to Buthrotus' heights ascend. 
Here wondrous things wereloudly blazed by Fame- 
How Helenus revived the Trojan name, 
And reign'd in Greece ; that Priam's captive son 
Succeeded Pyrrhus in his bed and throne ; 
And fair Andromache, restored by Fate, 
Once more was hapi>y in a Trojan mate. 
I leave my galleys riding in the port. 
And long to see the new Dardanian court. 
By chance, the mournful queen, before the gate. 
Then solemnized her former husband's fate. 
Green altars, raised of turf, with gifts she crown'd, ^ 
And sacred priests in order stand around, [• 

And thrice the name of hapless Hector sound. ) 
The grove itself resembles Ida's wood ; 
And Simo'is seem'd the well-dissembled flood. 
But when, at nearer distance, she beheld 
My shining armour and my Troian shield, 
Astonish'd at the sight, the vital heat 
Forsakes her limbs, ner veins no longer beat : 
She faints, she falls, and scarce recovering strength. 
Thus, with a faultering tongue, she speaks at length : 
" Are you alive, O goddess-born ?" she said, 
*' Or if a ghost, then where is Hector's shade ?" 
At this she cast a loud and frightful cry, — 
With broken words I made this brief reply : 
** All of me, that remains, appears in signt ; 
I live, if living be to loath the light — 
No phantom ; but I drag a wretched life. 
My fate resembling that of Hector's wife. 
What have you suffered since you lost your lord ? 
By what strange blessing are you now restored ? 
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Still are you Hector's ? or is Hector fled, 

And his remembrance lost in Pyrrhus* bed ?** 

With eyes dejected, in a lowly tone, 

After a modest pause, she thus begun :— 

" Oh only happy maid of Priam's race. 

Whom death deliTer'd from the foe's embrace ! 

Commanded on Achilles' tomb to die, 

Not forced, like us, to hard captivity. 

Or in a haughty master's arms to lie. 

In Grecian ships, unhappy we were borne. 

Endured the victor's lust, sustain'd the scorn : 

Thus I submitted to the lawless pride 

Of Pyrrhus, more a handmaid than a bride. 

Cloy'd with possession, he forsook my bed. 

Ana Helen's lovely daughter sought to wed ; 

Then me to Trojan Helenus resign'd, 

And his two slaves in equal marriage joined ; 

Till younp Orestes, pierced with deep despair. 

And longing to redeem the promised fair^ 

Before Apollo's altar slew the ravisher. 

By Pyrrhus' death the kingdom we regained : 

At least one half with Helenus remain'd. 

Our part, from Chaon, he Chaonia calls. 

And names, from Pergamus, his rising walls* 

But you what fates have landed on our coast ? 

What gods have sent you,or what stormshavetoss'd? 

Does young Ascanius life and health enjoy, , 

Saved from the ruins of unhappy Troy ? 

O ! tell me how his mother's loss he bears. 

What hopes arepromisedfrom his blooming yearSj 

How much of Hector in his face appears ?**— 

She spoke; and mix'd her speech with mournful cries. 

And fruitless tears came trickling from her eyes. 

At length her lord descends upon the plain. 

In pomp, attended with a numerous train ; 

Receives his friends, and to the city leads. 

And tears of joy amidst his welcome sheds. 
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Proceeding on, another Troy I see, 

Or, in less compass, Troy's epitome. 

A rivulet by the name of Xanthus ran, 

And I embrace the Seasan gate again. 

My friends in porticoes were entertain*d, 

iVnd feasts and pleasures through the city reign'd. 

The tables fill'd the spacious hall around, 

And golden bowls withisparkling wine werecrown*d. 

Two days we pass'd in mirth, till friendly gales. 

Blown from the south, supplied our swelling sails. 

Then to the royal seer I thus began : — 

** O thou, who know'st, beyond the reach of man. 

The laws of heaven, and what the stars decree. 

Whom Phoebus taught unerring prophecy. 

From his own tripod, and his holy tree ; 

Skiird in the wing*d inhabitants of air, 

What auspices their notes and flights declare— 

O ! say ; tor all religious rites portend 

A happy voyage, and a prosperous end ; 

And every power and omen of the sky 

Direct my course for destined Italy ; 

But only dire Cela^no, from the gods, 

A dismal famine fatally forebodes-— 

O ! say, what dangers I am first to shun, 

What toils to vanquish, and what course to run." 

The prophet first with sacrifice adores 
The greater gods ; their pardon then implores ; 
Unbinds the fillet from his holy head ; 
To Phoebus, next, my trembling steps he led. 
Full of religious doubts and awml dread. 
Then, with his god possessed, before the shrine. 
These words proceeaed from his mouth divine :- 
" O ffoddess-born ! (for heaven*s appointed will, 
With greater auspices of good than ill. 
Foreshows thy voyage, and thy course directs ; 
Thy fates conspire, and Jove himself protects,) 
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Of many things, some few I shall explain, 
Teach thee to shun the dangers of the main, 
And how at length the promised shore to gain. 
The rest the Fates from Helenus conceal. 
And Juno's angry power forbids to telL 
First, then, that happy shore, that seems so nigh,^ 
Will far from your deluded wishes fly ; v 

Long tracts of seas divide your hopes from Italy. } 
For you must cruize along Sicilian shores. 
And stem the currents with your struggling oars ; 
Then round the Italian coast your navy steer ; 
And, after this, to Circe's island veer ; 
And, last, before your new foundations rise. 
Must pass the Stygian lake, andviewthenetherskies. 
Now mark the signs of future ease and rest. 
And bear them safely treasured in thy Inreast. 
When, in the shady shelter of a wood. 
And near the margin of a gentle flood. 
Thou shalt bdiold a sow upon the ground. 
With thirty sucking young encompass'd round ; 
The dam and ofispring white as falling snow— | 
These on thy city shall their name bestow, v 

And there shall end thy labours and thy woe. J 
Nor let the threaten'd famine fright thy mind ; 
For Phoebus will assist, and Fate the way will find. 
Let not thy course to that ill coast be bent. 
Which fronts from far the Epirian continent : 
Those parts are all by Grecian foes possess'd. 
The savage Locrians here the shores infest : 
There fierce Idomeneus his city builds, 
And guards with arms the Salentinian fields ; 
And on the mountain's brow Fetilia stands. 
Which Philoctetes with his troops commands. 
Even when thy fleet is landed on the shore. 
And priests with holy vows the gods adore. 
Then with a purple veil involve your eyes. 
Lest hostile faces blast the sacrifice. 
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These rites and customs to the rest commend^ 
That to your pious race they may descend. 

•• When, parted hence, the wina, that ready waits 
For Sicily, shall bear you to the straits. 
Where proud Pelorus opes a wider way. 
Tack to the larboard, and stand off to sea : 
Veer starboard sea and land. The Italian shore, 
And fair Sicilia's coast, were one, before 
An earthquake caused the flaw : the roaring tides \ 
The passage broke, that land from land divides ; f 
And, where the lands retired, the rushing ocean i 
rides. ^ 

Distin^uish'd by the straits, on either hand, 
Now rising cities in long order stand. 
And fruittiil fields :— so much can time invade 
The mouldering work, that beauteous Nature made.— 
Far on the right, her dogs foul Soylla hides : 
Charybdis roaring on the left presides. 
And in her greedy whirlpool sucks the tides ; 
Then spouts them from below : with fury driven, 
The waves mount up, and wash the face of heaven. 
But Scylla from her den, with open jaws, 
The sinking yessel in her eddy draws. 
Then dashes on the rocks. — A human face. 
And virgin bosom, hide her tail's disgrace : 
Her parts obscene below the waves descend. 
With dogs inclosed, and in a dolphin end. 
'Tis safer, tlien, to bear aloof to sea. 
And coast Pachynus, though with more delay, 
Than once to view mis-shapen Scylla near, 
And the loud yell of watery wolves to hear. 

** Besides, if faith to Helenus be due, 
And if prophetic Phoebus tell me true> 
Do not this precept of your friend forget, 
Which therefore more than once I must repeat : 
Above the rest, great Juno's name adore ; 
Pay vows to Juno ; Juno's aid implore. 
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Let gifts be to the mighty queen designed, 
And mollify with prayers her haughty mind. 
Thus, at the length, your passage shall be free, 
And you shall safe descena on Italy. 
Arrived at Cuma^, when you view the flood 
Of black Avemus, and the sounding wood. 
The mad prophetic Sybil you shall find, 
Dark in a cave, and on a rock reclined. 
She sings the fates, and, in her frantic fits. 
The notes and names, inscribed, to leaves commits. 
What she commits to leaves, in order laid, 
Before the cavern's entrance are displayed : 
Unmoved they lie ; but, if a blast of wind 
Without, or vapours issue from behind, 
The leaves are borne aloft in liquid air. 
And she resumes no more her museful care. 
Nor gathers from the rock's her scatter'd verse, 
Nor sets in order what the winds disperse. 
Thus, many not succeeding, most upbraid 
The madness of the visionary maid, 
And ^ith loud curses leave the mystic shade. 

** Think it not loss of time a while to stay. 
Though thy companions chide thy long delay ; 
Though summoned to theseas, though pleaaing gi^es 
Invite thy course, and stretch thy swelling saus : 
Kut beg the sacred priestess to relate 
With willing words, and not to write, thy fate. 
The fierce Italian people slie will show. 
And all thy wars, and ail thy future woe, 
And what thou may'st avoid, and what must un-| 

dergo. 
Slie shall direct thy course, instruct thy mind. 
And teach thee how the happy shores to find. 
This is what heaven allows me to relate ; 
Now part in peace ; pursue thy better fate, 
And raise, by strength of arms, the Trojan state. 

This when the priest with friendly voice declared, 
lie gave mc licence, and rich gifts prepared : 
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Bounteous of treasure, he supplied my want 
With heavy gold, and polish'a elephant, 
Then Dodonaean cauldrons put on board, 
And every ship with sums of silver stored. 
A trusty coat of mail to me he sent, 
Thrice chain*d with gold, for use and ornament ; 
The helm of Pyrrhus added to the rest. 
That flourish'd with a plume and waving crest. 
Nkmt was my sire forgotten, nor my friends ; 
And large recruits he to my navy sends— 
Men, horses, captains, arms, and warlike stores ; 
Supplies new pilots, and new sweeping oars. 
Meantime, my sire commands to hoist our sails, 
Lest we should lose the first auspicious gales. 
The prophet bless'd the parting crew, and, last, 
With wordslike these,hisancientfriendembraced :*— 
^ Old happy man, the care of gods above. 
Whom heavenly Venus honoured with her love. 
And twice preserved thy life when Troy was lost ! 
Behold from far the wish'd Ausonian coast : 
There land ; but take a larger compass round. 
For that before is all forbidden ground. 
The shore that Phoebus has desiffn'd for you, 
At fitrther distance lies, conceal'a from view. 
Go happy hence, and seek your new abodes, 
Bless'd in a son, and favoured by the gods : 
for I with useless words prolong your stay, > 
When southern gales have summon'd you away.** 
Nor less the queen our parting thence deplored, 
Nor ^as less bounteous than her Trojan lord. 
A noble present to my son she brought, 
A robe with flowers on golden tissue wrought, 
A Phrygian vest ; and loads with gifts beside 
Of precious texture, and of Asian pride. 
" Accept," she said, " these monuments of love, 
Whicli in my youth with happier hands I wove : 
Regard these trifles for the giver's sake ; 
'Tis the last present Hector's wife can make. 
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Thou call'st my lost Astyanax to mind ; 
In thee, his features and his form I find. 
His eyes so sparkled with a lively flame ; 
Such were his motions ; such was all his frame 
And ah ! had heaven so pleased, his years had 
been the same/' 

With tears I took my last adieu, and said,-^ 
•* Your fortune, happy pair, already made, 
Leaves you ho farther wish. My different state. 
Avoiding one, incurs another fate. 
To you a quiet seat the gods allow : 
You have no shores to search, no seas to plough. 
Nor fields of flying Italy to chase- 
Deluding visions, and a vain embrace ! 
You see another Simois, and enjoy 
The labour of your hands, another Troy, 
With better auspice than her ancient towers. 
And less obnoxious to the Grecian powers. 
If e'er the gods, whom I with vows adore. 
Conduct my steps to Tyber's hap]^ shore ; 
If ever I ascend the Latian throne. 
And build a city I may call my own ; 
As both of us our birth from Troy derive. 
So let our kindred lines in concord live. 
And both in acts of equal friendship strive. • 
Our fortunes, good or bad, shall be the same : 
The double Troy shall differ but in name ; 
That what we now begin, may never end. 
But long to late posterity descend.'' 

Near the Ceraunian rocks our course we bore. 
The shortest passage to the Italian shore. 
Now had the sun withdrawn his radiant light. 
And hills were hid in dusky shades of night : 
We land, and, on the bosom of the ground, 
A safe retreat and a bare lodging found. 
Close by the shore we lay ; the sailors keep 
Their watches, and the rest securely sleep. 
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The niprht proceeding on with silent pace, 
Stood in her nocm, and view'd with equal face 
Heir steepy rise^ and her declining race. 
Then wakeful Palinurus rose^ to spy '\ 

The face of heaven, and the nocturnal sky ; > 
And listened, erery breath of air to try ; } 

Observes the stars, and notes their sliding course, 
The Pleiads, Hyads, and their watery force ; 
And both the Bears is careful to behold, 
And bright Orion, arm'd with bumish'd gold. 
Then, when he saw no threatening tempest nigh, 
But a sure promise of a settled sky. 
He gave the sign to weigh : we break our sleep. 
Forsake the pleasing shore, and plough the deep. 
And now the rising morn with rosy light 
Adorns the skies, and puts the stars to flight $ 
When we from far, like bluish mists, descry 
The hills, and then the plains, of Italy* 
Achates first pronounced the joyful sound v 
Then " Italy !" the cheerful crew rebound. 
My sire Anchises crown'd a cup with wine. 
And, offering, thus implored the powers divine :-^ 
** Ye gods, presiding over lands and seas, 
And you wno raging winds and waves appease, 
Breatne on our swelling sails a prosperous wind^ 
And smooth our passage to the port assigned !*' 
The gentle gales their flagging force renew. 
And now the happy harbour is in view. 
Minerva's temple then Salutes our sight, 
Placed, as a landmark, on the mountain's height. 
We furl our sails, and turn the prows to shore ; 
The curling waters round the galleys roar. 
The land lies open to the raging east. 
Then, bending like a bow, with rocks compressed 
Shutsoutthestorms ; the winds and waves complain. 
And vent their malice on the cli£Ps in vain. 
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The port lies hid within ; on either tide. 
Two towering roekn the narrow mouth 
The temple, which aloft we viewed before, 
To dintance fiies, and neems to shun the shore. 
Scarce landed, the first omens I beheld 
Werefour white steeds that cn^dtheflowery fidd« 
^ War, war is threatened from tnis foreign ground, 
(My father cried,) where warlike steeds are found* 
Yet since redaim'd, to chariots they submit. 
And bend to stubborn yokes, and champ the Int, 
Peace may succeed to war.''-— Our way we bend 
To Pallas, and the sacred hill ascend ; 
There prostrate to the fierce virago pray. 
Whose temple was the landmark of our way. 
Kach with a Phrygian mantle veil'd his head. 
And all commands of Helenus obey'd, 
And pious rites to Grecian Juno paid. 
These dues performed, we stretch our sails, and stand 
To sea, forsaking that suspected land. 
From hence Tarentum's l^y appears in view. 
For Hercules renown'd, if fiime be true. 
Just opposite, Lacinian Juno stands, 
Caulonian towers, and Scylaccean strands. 
For shipwrecks f^ur^d. Mount ^tna thence we spy. 
Known by the smoky flames which cloud the sky. 
Far off we hear the waves with surly sound 
Invade the rocks, the rocks their groans rebound. 
The billows break upon the sounmng strand. 
And roll the rising tide, impure with sand. 
Then thus Anchises, in experiaice old : — 
^^ 'Tis that Charybdis whicn the seer foretold. 
And those the promised rocks ! Bear off to sea T 
With haste the frighted mariners obey. 
First Palinurus to the larboard veer*d ; 
Then all the fleet by his example steer'd. 
To heaven aloft on ridgy waves we ride. 
Then down to hell descend, when they divide ; 
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And thrice our galleys knock'd the stony ground, ^ 
And thrice the hollow rocks retum'd the sound, L 
And thrice we saw the stars, that stood with dews j 

around. 
The flagging winds forsook us, with the sun ; 
And, wearied, on Cyclopian shores we run. 
The port capacious, and secure from wind^ 
Is to the foot of thundering ^tna join'd. 
By turns a pitchy cloud she rolls on high ; 
By turns hot embers from her entrails fly. 
And flakes of mounting flames, that lick the sky 
Oft from her bowels massy rocks are thrown. 
And, shiver'd by the force, come piece-meal down. 
Oft liquid lakes of burning sulphur flow. 
Fed from the fiery springs that boil below. 
Enceladus, they say, transfix'd by Jove, 
With blasted limbs came tumbling from above ; 
And, where he fell, the avenging rather drew 
This flaming hill, and on his body threw. 
As often as he turns his weary sides. 
He shakes the solid isle, and smoke the heavens hides. 
In shady woods we pass the tedious night, ^ 
Where bellowing sounds and groans our souls I 

affright, | 

Of which no cause is offered to the sight, ^ 

For not one star was kindled in the sky. 
Nor could the moon her borrow'd light supply ; 
For misty clouds involved the firmament, 
The stars were muffled, and the moon was pent. 
Scarce had the rising sun the day reveal'd. 
Scarce had his heat the pearly dews dispelPd, 
When from the woods there bolts, before our sight. 
Somewhat betwixt a mortal and a sprite. 
So thin, so ghastly meagre, and so wan. 
So bare of flesh, he scarce resembled man. 
This thing, all tatter'd, seem'd from far to implore 
Our pious aid, and pointed to the shore. 
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We look behind, then view his shaggy beard ; 
His clothes were tagg'd with thorns, and filth his 

limbs besmear'd ; 
The rest, in mien, in habit, and in face, 
Appeared a Greek, and Buch indeed he was. 
He cast on us, frmn far, a frightful view. 
Whom soon for Trojans and for foes he knew— 
Stood still, and paused ; then all at once began 
To stretch his limbs, and trembled as he ran. 
Soon as approach'd, upon his knees he falls. 
And thus with tears and sighs for pity calls :— • 
" Now, by the powers above, and what we share 
From Nature's common gift, this vital air, 

Trojans, take me hence ! I beg no more ; 
But bear me far from this unhappy shore. 
Tis true, I am a Greek, and farther own. 
Among your foes besieged the imperial town. 
For such demerits if my death be due, 

No more for this abandoned life I sue : 

This only favour let my tears obtain, 

To throw me headlong in the rapid main : 

Since nothing more than death my crime demands, 

1 die content, to die by human hands.'' 

He said, and on his knees my knees embraced : 
I bade him boldly tell his fortune past. 
His present state, his lineage, and his name. 
The occasion of his fears, and whence he came. 
The good Anchises raised him with bis hand ; 
Who, thus encouraged, answer'd our demand >— 
" From Ithaca, my native soil, I came 
To Troy ; and Achcemenides my name. 
Me my poor father with Ulysses sent ; 
(O ! had I stay'd, with poverty content !) 
But, fearful for themselves, my countrymen 
Ijefl me forsaken in the Cyclops' den. 
The cave, though large, was dark ; the dismal floor 
Was paved with mangled limbs and putrid gore. 
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Our monstrous host, of more than human size* 
Srects his head» and stares within the skies. 
Bellowing his voice» and horrid is his hue. 
Ye gods, remove this plague from mortal view ! 
The joints of slaughtered wretches are his food ; 
And for his wine ne quaffs the streaming blood. 
These eyes beheld, when with his spacious hand 
He seized two captives of our Grecian band ; 
Stretch'd on his back, he dash'd against the stones 
Their broken bodies, and their crackling bones : 
With spouting blood the purple pavement swims. 
While the dire glutton grinds the trembling limbs. 
Not unrevenged Ulysses bore their &te, 
Nor thoughtkss of bis own unhappy state ; 
!For, gorged with flesh, and drunk with hunun wine. 
While rast asleep the giant lay supine, 
Snoring aloud, and belching nrom his maw 
His indigested foam, and morsels raw— 
We pray ; we cast the lots, and then surround 
The monstrous body, stretch'd along the ground : 
Each, as he could approach him, lends a hand 
To bore his eye-ball with a flaming brand. 
Beneath his frowning forehead lay his eye ; 
For only one did the vast frame supply-— 
But that a globe so large, his front it nll'd. 
Like the sun's disk, or like a Grecian shield. 
The stroke succeeds ; and down the pupil bends ; 
This vengeance folio w'd for our slaughter'a friends.-— 
But haste, unhappy wretches ! haste to fly ! 
Your cables cut, and on your oars rely ! 
Such, and so vast as Polypheme appears, 
A hundred more this hated island bears : 
lAke him, in caves they shut their woolly sheep ;y 
I^ike him, their herds on tops of mountains keep ; I 
Like him, with mighty strides, they stalk from j 
steep to steep. 
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And now three moons their sharpened horns renew. 

Since thus in woods and wilds, obscure from view, 

I drag my loathsome days with mortal fright, 

And in deserted caverns lodge by night ; 

Oft from the rocks a dreadful prospect see 

Of the huge Cyclops, like a walking tree : 

From far 1 hear his thundering voice resound. 

And trampling feet that shake the solid ground. 

Cornels and savage berries of the wood, 

And roots and herbs, have been my meagre food. 

While all around my longing eyes I cast, 

I saw your happy ships appear at last. 

On those I fix'd my hopes, to these I run ; 

'Tis all I ask, this cruel race to shun ; 

What other death you please, yourselves bestow.'* 

Scarce had he said, when on the mountain's brow 

We saw the giant shepherd stalk before 

His following flock, and leading to the shore— « 

A monstrous bulk, deform'd, deprived of sight ; 

His staff a trunk of pine, to ^ide his steps aright. 

His ponderous whistle from his neck descends ; 

His woolly care their pensive lord attends : 

This only solace his hard fortune sends. 

Soon as be reach'd the shore, and touch'd the waves^ 

From his bored eye the guttering blood he laves ; 

He gnashed his teeth,^ and groan'd ; through seas 

he strides. 
And scarce the topniost billow touch'd his si de& 
Seized with a sudden fear, we run to sea. 
The cables cut, and silent haste away ; 
The well-deserving stranger entertain ; 
Then,buckling to thework,ouroars divide the main. 
The giant hearken'd to the dashing sound : 
But, when our vessels out of reach he found. 
He strided onward, and in vain essay'd 
The Ionian deep, and durst no farther wade. 

8 
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IVith that he roar'd aloud i the dreadful ory 
Shakes earthy and air^ ttnd seas ; the billoMrs %] 
Sefore the bellowing noise^ to distant Italy. 
The neighbouring Mtna trembling all around. 
The winding caverns echd to the sound. 
His brother Cvolops hear the yelling roar, 
And, rushing down the mountains, crowd the shore. 
We saw theu* stern distorted looks, from fkr, 
And one-eved glance, that vainlv threaten'd war— 
A dreadful council ! with their heads on high, 
(The nrust^ clouds about their foreheads fly,) 
Not y ieldmg to the towering tree of Jove, 
Or tallest cypress of Diana's grove. 
New pangs of mortal fear our minds assail ; ^ 
We tug at every oar, and hoist up every sail, > 
And t&e the aavantage of the friendly gale. ) 
Forewarned by Helenus, we strive to shun 
Charybdis' gulf, nor dare to Scylla run. 
An equal fate on either side appears : 
W^ taeking to the left, are free from fears ; 
For, from Felorus' point, the North arose^ 
And drove us back where swift Fantagias flows. 
His rocky mouth we pass ; and make our way 
Bv Thapsus, and Megara*s winding bay. 
This passage Achaemenides had shewn,' 
Tracing the course which he before had run. 
Right o'er^^igainst Flemmyrium's watery stmnd. 
There lies an isle, once calrd the Ortygian land. 
Alpheiis, as old fame reports, has found 
From Greece a secret passage under ground, 
By love to beauteous Aretbusa led ; 
^d, mingling here, they roll in the same sacred 

As Helenus enjoin'd, we next adore 
Diana's name, protectress of the shore. 
With prosperous gales we pass the quiet sounds 
Of still Helorus, and his fruitful bounds. 
VOL. mv. X 



Then, doubfing Cape Pachynus, we survey 
'l^he rocky shore extended to the sea. 
Vhe town of Oamarine from far we see. 
And fenny lake, undrain*d by Fate's decree. 
In sight of the Geloan fields we pass. 
And the large walls, where nnighty G^la was ; 
Then Agragas, with lofty summits crown*d. 
Long for the race of warlike steeds renown'd. 
We passed Selinus, and the palmy land, 1 

And widely shun the Liilybasan strand, ! 

Unsafe, for secret rocks and moving sand. J 

At length on shore the weary fleet arrived. 
Which Drepanum*s unhappy port received. 
Here, after endless labours, often toss'd 
By raging storms, and driven on every coast, 
{My dear, dear father, spent with age, I lost-— 
Ease of my cares, and solace of my pain. 
Saved through a thousand toils, but saved in vak 
The prophet, who my future woes reveal'd^ 
Yet this, the greatest and the worst, oonoefll'd ;• 
And dire Celasno, whose foreboding skill 
Denounced all else, was silent of this ilL 
This my last laWur was. Some friendly god ^ 
From thence convey'd us to your blest abode.^ 

Thus, to the list^ing queen, the royal guest 1 
His wandering course and all his toils ^prdss^ ; ! 
And here concluding, he retired to rest. j 
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And ehOdren'i childrea iMA lii*«wwn tuttaiiit— P. SOO. 

Ei naii natorum^ ei qui noicentur ab ittit» 

Virgil translated this vers^ froD^ Homor, Homer had it from 
Orpheus^ and Orpheus from an ancient oracle of Apollo. On 
this account it is that Virsil iraroediatelj^ subjoins these words, 
H0Q PMu^9 &9f £u«tfiwm tfi^ potior ^h^ttbq t^l^^ J^ 
vfM) WQPt tp take whole p^agr^pbs from one another ; wb(p9 jot- 
ti^fft oiir poet for wlm^ h# borrows firpm Homer. Bochfirtu^ in 
hk Itlt^ to Sigrpiilli inentions an oracle which he found in the 
fhvympnM ff m oM Greek hi9l;«riaq, the fi^pfo wher^f i« this in 
^ngliibj thftt, wheni th# ooipire of the Pmmidie should h^ 4eairoy- 
fd# the line or Apchj^ef |hpvil4 8|icceea. Venus therefprpii savs 
the bbtpriant was desirous ^o have a son by Aochises, though ne 
W9$ Iben in his deorepit figo i upcordipgly shp h^d ^^peam After 
thif J fhe sought ocoaaiQi^ ^P ruin the race of Priaip> #p4 fe^ on foot 
Ibe intrigue of Alp9tinder (pr PiM^is) with Helen^f Sl^e being ra- 
Tisbedf Venus pretended still to favour the TrojanSi lest they 
should restore Helen, in case they should be reduced to the last 
necessity. Whence it appears that the controversy betwixt Juno 
and Venua wep pn np triyial «cooui|t, but oopoevnid ihf tM^Hf* 
sion to a gre^ empire^ 
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BOOK IV. 



ARGUMENT. 

Dido discovers to her sister her passionibr JEneaSf and her thot^^ 
of marrying him. She prepares a hunting-match Jbr his enkr* 
tainment. Juno% by Venus s consent, raises a storm, whkh ss» 
parates the hunters^ and drives JSneas and Dido into the seme 
cavCf where their marriage is supposed to he completed* Jwdtsr 
den>atches Mercury to JEneas, to warn him jfrom Carthage. 
JEneas secretly prepares for his voyage. Dtdojinds out %f 
design, and, to put a stop to ity makes use of her own end her 
sist^s entreaties, and discovers all the variety of passions ikU 
are incident to a neglected lover. When ttothing woMprweU 
upon himp she contrives her own death, with whuSi this book cd^ 
eludes* 

SuT anxious cares already seized the queen ; 
She fed within her veins a flame unseen ; 
The hero's valour, acts, and birth, inspire 
Her soul with love, and fan the secret fire. 
His words, his looks, imprinted in her heart, 
Improve the passion, and increase the smart. 



when the purple mom had chased away 
lewy shadows, and restored the day, 
lister first with early care she sought, 
thus in mournful accents eased her thouirht :— 
dearest Anna ! what new dreams affnStit 
ibouring soul ! what visions of the night 
irb my quiet, and distract my breast 
i strange ideas of our Trojan guest ! 
irorth, nis actions, and majestic air, 
di descended from the gods declare, 
ever argues a degenerate kind ; 
drth is well asserted by his mind. 
, what he suffered, when by Fate betray'd ! 
t brave attempts for falling Troy he made ! 
were his looks, so gracefully he spoke, 
were I not resolved against the yoke 
ipless marriage— never to be cursed 
I second love, so fatal was my firsts- 
lis one error I might yield again ; 
since Sichaeus was untimely slain, 
only man is able to subvert 
ix'd foundations of my stubborn heart, 
to confess my frailty, to my shame, 
what I find within, if not the same, 
ike the sparkles of my former flame, 
irst let yawning earth a passage rend, 
let me through the dfa*k abyss descend — 
let avcnginff Jove, with flames firom high, 
B down this body to the nether sky, 
emn'd with ghosts in endless night to lie — 
e I break the plighted faith I gave ! 
he who had my vows shall ever have ; 
vhom I loved on earth, I worship in thcgra ve.** 
e said : the tears ran gushing from her eyes^ 
stopp'd her speech. Her sister thus replies :— 
dearer than the vital air I breathe ! 
you to grief your blooming years bequeath, 



^ Whoi but a £oolf would wars with Juno cbu8e» 

And such alHanoe and such gifts refuse^ 

If Fortune with our joint desires comply ? 

The doubt is all from Jove and destiny ;^ 

Lest he forbid with absolute command, 

To mix the people in one common land— - 

Or will the Trojan and the Tyrian line, 

In lasting leagues and sure succession, join. 

But you, the partner of his bed and throne. 

May move his mind ; my wishes are your own.** 

** ^line," said. imperial Juno, " be the care :— 

Time urges now :-^to perfect this affiiir. 

Attend nay counsel, and the secret share. 

When next the Sun his rising light displays, 

And gilds the world below with purple rays, 

The queen, JBneas, and the Tyrian court. 

Shall to the shady woods, for sylvan game, resort. 

There, while the huntsmen pitch their toils around, 

And cheerful horns, from side to side, resound, 

A pitchy cloud shall cover all the plain 

With hail, and thunder, and tempestuous rain ; 

The fearful train shall take their speedy flight. 

Dispersed, and all involved in ffloomy night ; 

One cave a grateful shelter shall afford 

To the fair princess and the Trojan lord. 

I will myself the bridal bed prepare, 

If you, to bless the nuptials, will be there : 

So shall their loves be crowned with due delights. 

And Hymen shall be present at the rites.** 



* This Is very obspurely worded, and leH seems to be used un- 
tu^iorisedly In the sense o( whether* The doubt, says the ffod* 
dess, is, whether Jove will prohibit or sanction the proposed al- 
liance. The old copies placed a period after dettint^, and a point 

*' ' *' after^n. 
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The queen of love consents, and dosely smiles 

At her vain project, and discovered wiles. 

The rosy mom was risen from the main. 

And horns and hounds awake the princely train : 

They issue early through the city gate, 

Where the more wakeful huntsmen ready wait» 

With nets, and toils, and darts, beside the force 

Of Spartan dogs, and swift Massylian horse. 

The Tyrian peers and officers of state. 

For the slow queen in antichambers wait ; 

Her lofty courser, in the court below. 

Who his majestic rider seems to know, 

Fh)ud of his purple trappings, paws the ground. 

And champs the golden bit, and spreads the fimm 

around. 
The queen at length appears : on either hand. 
The brawny guards in martial order stand. 
A flowei^d cymar with golden fringe she wore. 
And at her back a golden quiver bore ; 
Her flowing hair a golden caul restrains, 
A golden clasp the Tyrian robe sustains. 
Then young Ascanius, with a sprightly graces 
Leads on the Trojan youth to view the chase. 
But far above the rest in beauty shines 
The great £neas, when the troop he joins ; 
Like fair Apollo, when he leaves the frost 
Of wintry Xanthus, and the Lycian coast. 
When to his native Delos he resorts, 
Ordains the dances, and renews the sports ; 
Where painted Scythians, mix'd with Cretan bands, 
Before the joyful altars join their hands : 
Himself, on Cynthus walking, sees below 
The merry madness of the sacred show. 
Green wreaths of bays his length of hair inclose ; 
A golden fillet binds his awful brows ; 
His quiver sounds.—- Not less the prince is seen 
In manly presence, or in lofty mien. 
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Now bad they reached the hills, and stormed the 
seat 
Of savage beasts, in dens, their last retreat. 
The cry pursues the mountain-goats : they bound 
From rock to rock, and keep the craggy ground : 
Quite otherwise the stags, a trembling train. 
In herds unsingled, scour the dusty plain, 
And a long chase, in open view, maintain. 
The glad Ascanius, as nis courser guides. 
Spurs through the vale, and these and those outrides. 
Ilis horse's nanks and sides are forced to feel 
The clanking lash, and goring of the steel. 
Impatiently he views the feeble prey, 
Wishing some nobler beast to cross his way, 
And rather would the tusky boar attend, 
Or see the tawny lion downward bend. 

Meantime, the gatherinff clouds obscure the skies : 
From pole to pole the fovky lightning flies : 
The rattling thunders roll ; ond Juno pours 
A wintry deluge down, and sounding showers. 
The company, dispersed, to coverts ride. 
And seek the homely cots, or mountain's hollow side. 
The rapid rains, descending from the hills. 
To rolling torrents raise the creeping rills. 
The queen and prince, as Liovc or Fortune guides, 
One common cavern in her bosom hides. 
Then first the trembling earth the signal gave. 
And flashing fires enli^ten all the cave ; 
Hell from below, and Juno from above, 
And howling nymphs, were conscious to their love. 
From this ilLomen'd hour, in time arose 
Debate and death, and all succeeding woes. 

The queen, whom sense of honour could not move. 
No longer made a secret of her love, 
But calrd it marriage, by that specious name 
To veil the crime, and sanctify the shame. 
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The loud report through Libyan cities goes. 
Fame, the great ill, from small beginnings grows— 
Swift from the first ; and every moment brings 
New vigour to her flights, new pinions to her wmgs. 
Soon grows the pygmy to gigantic size ; 
Her feet on earth, her forehead in the skies. 
Enraged against the gods, revengefiil Earth 
Produced her, last of the Titanian birth — 
Swift is her walk, more swift her winged haste — 
A monstrous phantom, horrible and vast 
As many plumes as raise her lofty flight. 
So many piercing eyes enlarge her sight ; 
MiUions of opening mouths to Fame belong, -v 
And every mouth is fumish'd with a tongue, / 
And round with listening ears the flying plague ft 

is hung. y 

She fills the peaceful universe with cries ; 
No slumbers ever dose h^r wakeftil eyes ; 
By day, firom lofty towers her head sne shews, 
Ajid spreads through trembling crowds disastrous 

news; 
With court-informers haunts, and royal spies ; 
Things done relates, not done she feigns, and mingles 

truth with lies. 
Talk is her business ; and her chief delight 
To tell of prodigies, and cause afiright 
She fills the people's ears with Dido's name. 
Who, ** lost to honour and the sense of shanie, 
Admits into her throne and nuptial bed 
A wandering guest, who from his country fled : 
Whole days with him she passes in delights, 
And wastes in luxury long winter nights, 
jPorgetftil of her fame, and royal trust. 
Dissolved in ease, abandon'd to her lusf 

The goddess widely spreads the loud report. 
And flies at length to king larbas' court. 



When first possessed with this unwelcome news. 
Whom did ne not of nien and gods accuse ? 
This princci from ravish'd (laraninntis born, 
A hundred temples did with spoils adorn. 
In Ammon's honour, his celestial sire ; 
A hundred altars fed with wakeful fire ; 
And, through his vast dominions, priests ordained. 
Whose watchful care these holy rites maintained. 
The eates and columns were with garlands crown'd. 
And olood df victim beasts enrich'd the ground. 

He, when he heard a fiigitive could move 
The Tyrian princess, who disdain'd his love. 
His breast with fury bum*d, his eyes with fire. 
Mad with despair, impatient with desire i 
Then on the sacred altars pouring wine, 
He thus with prayers implored his sire divine :-— 
** Great Jove, propitious to the Moorish race. 
Who feast on painted beds, with offerings grace 
Thv temples, and adore thy power divine 
With blood of victims, and with sparkling wine ! 
Seest thou not this ? or do we fear in vain 
Thy boasted thunder, and thy thoughtless reign ? 
Do thy broad hands the fork^ lightnings lance ? 
Thine are the bolts, or the blind work of chance ? 
A wandering woman builds, within our state, 
A little town, bought at an easy rate ; 
She pays me homage ; (and my grants allow 
A narrow space of Libyan lands to plough) 
Yet, scorning me, by passion blindly led. 
Admits a banish'd Trojan to her bed ! 
And now this other Paris, with his train 
Of conquered cowards, must in Afric reign ! 
(Whom, what they are, their looks and garb confess. 
Their locks with oil perfumed, their Lydian dress.) 
He takes the spoil, enjoys the princely dame ; 
And I, rejected I, adore an empty name !" 
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His vows, in Iiaughty terms, he thus preferred. 
And lield his altar's horns. The mighty Thunderer 

heard. 
Then cast his eyes on Carthage, where he found 
The lustful pair in lawless pleasure drown'd. 
Lost in their loves, insensible of shame. 
And both forgetful of their better fitme. 
He calls Cyllenius, and the god attends. 
By whom this menacing command he sends :— 
** Go, mount the western winds, and cleave the sky ; 
Then, with a swift descent, to Carthage fly : 
There find the Trojan chief, who wastes his days 
In slothful riot and inglorious ease. 
Nor minds the future city, given by Fate. 
To him this message from my mouth relate : — 
Not so fair Venus hoped, when twice she won 
Thy life with prayers, nor promised such a son. 
Hers was a hero, destined to command 
A martial race, and rule the Latian land ; 
Who should his ancient line from Teucer draw. 
And on the conquered world impose the law. 
If glory cannot move a mind so mean. 
Nor future praise from fading pleasure weanf 
Yet why should he defraud his son of fame. 
And grudge the Romans their immortal name ? 
What are his vain designs ? what hopes h? mor9 
From his long lingering on a hostile shore. 
Regardless to redeem his honour lost. 
And for his race to gain the Ausoniafi coast ? 
Bid him with speed the Tyrian court forsake ; 
With this command the slumbering warrior wak^/' 

Hermes obeys ; with golden pinions binds 
His flying feet, and mounts the western winds : 
And, whether o'er the seas or earth he flies, . 
With rapid force they bear him down the fk^es. 
But first he grasps within his awful hand. 
The mark of sovereign power, his magic wand ; 



With this he draws the ghosts from hollow graves ; 
With this he drives them down the Stygian waves ; 
With this he seals in sleep the wakeful sight, 
And eyes» though closed in death, restores to light. 
Thus arm'd, the god begins his airy race, 
And drives the racking(£)uds alongtheliquid space; 
Now sees the top of Atlas* as he flies. 
Whose brawny rack supports the starry skies ; 
Atlas, whose head, with piny forests crown'd. 
Is beaten by the winds, with foggy vapours bound. 
Snows hide his shoulders ; from beneath his chin 
The founts of rolling streams their race begin ; 
A beard of ice on his lar^e breast depends.— 
Here, poised upon his wings, the god descends : 
Then, rested thus, he from the towering height 
Plunged downward with precipitated night, 
Lights on the seas, and slums along the flood. 
As water-fowl, who seek their fishy food, 
Less, and yet less, to distant prospect show ; 
By turns they dance aloft, and dive below : 
Like these, the steerage of his winn he plies, 
And near the sur&oe of the water flies. 
Till, having pass'd the seas, and crossed the sands. 
He dosed his wings, and stoop'd on Libyan lands. 
Where shepherds once were housed in homely sheds; 
Now towers within the clouds advance their heads. 
Arriving there, he found the Trojan prince 
New ramparts raising for the town's defence. 
A purple scarf, with gold embroidered o'er, 
(Queen Dido's gift) about his waist he wore ; 
A Bwwdt with glittering gems diversified, 
For omamoit, not use, nung idly by his side. 
Then thus, with winged words, the god began, 
Kesuming his own shape— ^ D^enerate man ! 
Thou woman's property ! what mak'st thou here. 
These foreign walls and Tyrian towers to rear. 
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Forgetful of thy own ? AU-powerflil Jove, 

Who sways the world below and heaven above. 

Has sent me down with this severe command : 

What means thy lingering in the Libyan land ? 

If glory cannot move a mmd so mean. 

Nor future praise firom flitting pleasure wean, 

Regard the fortunes of thy rising heir : 

The promised crown let young Ascanius wear. 

To whom the Ausonian sceptre, and the state 

Of Rome's imperial name, is owed by Fate." 

So spoke the god ; and, speaking, took his flight. 

Involved in (£>ud8, and vanish'd out of sight. 

The pious prince was seized with sudden fear ; 
Mute was his tongue, and upright stood his hair. 
Revolving in his mind the stem command. 
He lonffs to fly, and loaths the charming land. 
What would he say ? or how should he begin 7 
What course, alas ! remains to steer between 
The oflended lover and the powerful queen ? 
This way, and that, he turns his anxious mind. 
And all expedients tries, and none can find. 
Fix*d on the deed, but doubtful of the means, 
After long thought, to this advice he leans : 
Three chiefs he calls, commands them to repair 
The fleet, and ship their men, with silent care : 
Some plausible pretence he bids them find. 
To colour what in secret he design'd. 
Himself, meantime^ the softest hours would chuse. 
Before the love-sick lady heard the news ; 
And move her tender mind, by slow degrees. 
To sufier what the sovereign power decrees : 
Jove will inspire him, when, and what to say."— 
They hear with pleasure, and with haste obejr. 

But soon the queen perceives the thin disguise : 
(What arts can blind a jealous woman's eyes ?) 
She was the first to find the secret fraud. 
Before the fatal news was blazed abroad. 

3 
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Lave the first motions of the lover hears^ 
Quick to presa^ei and even in safety fears. 
Nor impious lame was wanting^ to report 
The ships repair*d» the Trojans^ thick resort, 
And j^urpose to forsake the Tyrian court. 
Frantic with iear, impatient of the wound, 
And imnotent of mind» she roves the city round. 
Less wild the Bacchanalian dames appear, ^ 

When, firom afar, their nightly tfod they hear, f 
And howl about the hills, and shake the wreathy ^ 
spear, 7 

At length she finds the dear perfidipus man ; 
Prevents his form'd excuse, and thus began ^— 
** Base and ungrateful ! could you hope to fly. 
And undiscovered 'scape a lover's eye? 
Nor could my kindness your compassion move. 
Nor plighted vows, nor aearer bands of love ? 
Or is the death of a despairing queen 
Not worth preventing, thouffn too well foreseen ? 
Kven when the wintry wincU command your stay, 
You dare the tempests, and defy the sea. 
False, as you are, suppose you were not bound 
To lands unknown, and foreign coasts to sound ; 
Were Troy restored, and Priam's happy reign, 
Now durst you tempt, for Troy, the raging main ? 
See, whom you fly I am I the foe you shun ? 
Now, by those holy vows, so late begun, 
By this right hand, (since I have nothing more 
To challenge^ but the faith you gave bemre,) 
I beg you by these tears too truly shed, 
Bv rae new pleasures of our nuptial bed ; 
If ever Dido, when you most were kind. 
Were pleasing in your eyes, or touch'd your mind ; 
By these my prayers, if prayers may yet have place. 
Pity the fortunes of a falling race ! 
For you» I have provoked a tyrant's hate. 
Incensed the Libyan and the Tyrian state ; 

VOL. XIV. Y 
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For you alone, I suffer in my fame, 
Bereft of honour, and exposed to shame ! 
Whom have I now to trust, ungrateful guest ? 
(That only name remains of all the rest !) 
What have I left ? or whither can I fly ? 
Must I attend Pygmalion's cruelty. 
Or till larbas shall in triumph lead 
A queen, that proudly scorn'd his proffered bed ? 
Had you deferred, at least, your hasty flight. 
And left behind some pledge of our delight. 
Some babe to bless the mother's mournful sight 
Some young ^neas to supply your place. 
Whose features might express his father's face ; 
I should not then complain to live bereft 
Of all my husband, or be wholly left." 

Here paused the queen. Unmoved be holds 

his eyes. 
By Jove's command ; nor suffered love to rise. 
Though heaving in his heart ; and thus at length 

replies :— 
" Fair queen, you never can enough repeat 
Your boundless favours, or I own my debt ; 
Nor can my mind forget Eliza's name. 
While vital breath inspires this mortal frame. 
This only let me speak in my defence — 
I never hoped a secret flight from hence. 
Much less pretended to the lawful daim 
Of sacred nuptials, or a husband's name. 
For, if indulgent heaven would leave me free. 
And not submit my life to Fate's decree, 
My choice would lead me to the Trojan shore, 
Those reliques to review, their dust adore. 
And Priam's ruin'd palace to restore. 
But now the Delphian oracle commands, 
And Fate invites me to the Latian lands. 
That is the promised place to which I steer, 
And all my vows are terminated there. 
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If you, a Tyrian and a stranger bom, 
With walls and towers a Libyan town adom^ 
Why may not we-^Uke you, a foreign race^-« . 
Like you, seek shelter in a foreign maoe ? 
As often as the night obscures the skiet 
With humid shades, or twinkling stars arise, . 
Anchises' angry ghost in dreams appears^ 
Chides my delay,' and fills my soul with fears } 
And young Ascanius justly may complain. 
Defrauded of his. fate, and destined reign. 
Even now the herald of the gods api)ear*d*^ 
Waking I saw him, and his message heard. ' 

From Jove he came commissioned, neavenly bright 
With radiant beams, and manifest to sight : 
(The sender and the sent I both attest,) 
These walls he entered, and those words expressed :«^ 
Fair queen, oppose not what the god» command ; 
Forced by my fate, I leave your happy land.^' 

Thus while he spoke, already she began, 
IVitli sparkling eyes, to view the guilty man ; 
From head to foot surveyed his person o*er. 
Nor longer these outrageous threats forbore :-^ 
'' False as thou art, and, more than false, forsworn ! 
Not spnmg from noble blood, nor goddess-bom. 
But hewn from harden'd entrails of a roek ! 
And rough Hyrcanian tygers gave thee suck ! 
Why should I fawn ? what have I worse to fear ? ^ 
Did be once look, or lent a listening^ ear, h 

Siirh'd when I sobb'd, or shed one Undlv tear ? } 
Au symptoms of a base ungratetiil mino, 
So foul, that, which is. worse, tis hard to find. 
Of man's injustice why should 1 complain ? 
The gods, and Jove himselt*, behold in vain 
Triumphant treason ; yet no thunder flies. 
Nor Juno views my wrongs with eciual e^es ; 
Faithless is earth, and faithless are the skies ! 
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Justice is fled» and truth is now no more ! 

I saved the shipwrecked exile on my shore ; 

With needful food his hungry Trojans fed ; 

I took tiie traitor to my throne and bed : 

Fool that I was — ^^tis little to repeat 

The rest-^I stored and rigg'd his ruin'd fleet. 

I rave, I rave ! A god's command he pleads. 

And makes heaven accessory to his deeds. 

Now ]>(nan lots, and now the Delian god. 

Now Hermes is employ'd from Jove's abode. 

To warn him hence ; as if the peaceful state 

Of heavenly powers were touch'd with human fatel 

But go ! thy flight no longer I detain — 

Go! seek thy promised kingdom through the main ! 

Yet, if the bravens will hear my toous vow. 

The faithless waves, not half so false as thou. 

Or secret sands, shall sepulchres afibrd 

To thy proud vessels, and their perjured Icftd. 

Then shalt thou call on injured Dido's name : *) 

Dido shall come in a black sulphury flame, > 

Whendeath has oncedissolved her mortal fiRune-^J 

Shall smile to see the traitor vainly weep : 

Her angry ghost, arising nrom the deep. 

Shall haunt thee waking, and disturb thy sleep. 

At least my shade tby punishment shall know. 

And Fame shall spt^ the pleasing news below." 

Abruptly here she stops — ^then turns away 
Her loathing eyes, and shuns the sight of day. 
Amazed he stood, revolving in his mind 
What speech to frame, and what excuse to find. 
Her fearful maids their fainting mistress led, 
Atid softly laid her on her ivory bed. 

But good iEneas, though he mudi derired 
To give that pity which her grief required-^ 
Though mucfc he moum'd, and labouf d with his 

]ov&— 
Resolved at length, obeys the will of Jove ; 
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Reviews Uw foraei : they with enrly caw 
Unmoor their veMdi^ and tof lea pq^are. 
The fleet is soon aflott in all its pnde^.; 
And well-caulk'd gidleys in the narhmir ride; 

Tbm oaks for ears they feU'd t or» as they ft9odt 
Of its green arms despoll'd the gcewtng nifieodt 
Studious of flight The heeoh is eoTer'd o'er 
With Trojan bMids, that blacken aU theshotei 
On every side are seen* deseendinff dowQ». 
Tliick swarms of soldiers^ loaden nom the tawn. 
Thusp in battaliit march embodied antsi 
Fearflil of winter, and of future wants,. 
To invade the com, and to their ceUs convey 
Tlie plundei'd fcnoe of thdr yaUervr prey. 
The sable traops, arnig the nanowtracks, 
Scarce bear the weighty burden on their backs.; 
Some set their shoulders to the ponderous gnm ;1 
Some guard the spoil; some lash the kgg^g train; > 
All ply their several tasks^ and equal toU sustain* j 
What pangs the tender teesst oTDidQ tooa^ 
When, flrom the tower, she saw the covert shores 
And heard the shouts of sailors ftom a&r, 
Mix'd with the murmurs of the watery war ! 
All-powerful Love ! what changes canst thou cause 
In human hearty subjected to thy laws I 
Once more her haughty soul the tyrant bends : 
To prayers and mean submissions she descends. 
No female arts or aids she left untried,. 
Nor counsels unexplored, before she died* . 
** Look, Anna ! look ! the Trojans crowd to sea ; 
They spread tbeur canvass, and their andiors wdgh, 
The shouting crew their ships with garlands bind. 
Invoke the sea-gods, and invite ik^ wind. 
Could I have thought this threateping blow so near, 
My tender soul had been forewam'd to bear. 
But do not you my last request deny ; 
With yon perfidbus man your intcKst try. 
And bring me news, if I must live or die. 



} 
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You are his favourite ; you alone can find 

The dark reoefises of his inmost mind : 

In all his trusted secrets you have part. 

And kifow the soft approaches to his heart. ' '"• 

Haste, then, and- hutnbly seek my haughty foe ;• 

Tell him, I did not with the' Grecians go, ' 

Nor did niy fleet against his friends employ^ 

Nor swore the ruin of unhappy Troy, . - ' 

Nor moved with hands prophane his faihefs dust t 

Why should' he then refect a suit so just?' ■< * 

Whom does he shun ? and whither would he fly ? 

Can he this last, this only prayerd^ny ? ' 

Let him at leaiit his dangerous flight delay. 

Wait better winds, and nope a calmer sea. 

The nuptials he disclaims, 1 urge no more : 

Let him pursue the promised Latian sborei 

A short oelay is all'l ask him now~ 

A pause of grief, an interval from woe, 

Till my soft soul be tempered to sustain * 

Accustomed sorrows, and inured to pain. 

If ydu in pity grant this one request, 

My death shall glut the hatred of his breast" 

This mournful' message pious Anna bears, 

And seconds with her own, her sister^s tears : 

But all her arts ai'e still employed in vain ; 

A^n she comes, and is refused again. 

His hardeh'd h^rt nor prayers nor threatenings 

move;' 
Fate, and the god, had stopp'd his ears to love. 

As, wHeii tlie winds th^ir airy quarrel try. 
Jostling from every quarter of the sky, 
This way and that the mountain oak they bend. 
His boughs they shatter, and his branches rend ; 
With leaves and falling mast they spread the ground; 
The hollow valleys echo to the sound : 
Unmoved, the royal plant their fury mocks. 
Or, shaken, clings more closely to the rocks ; 
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Far as he shoots his towering head on high^ 
So deep in earth his fix'd foundations lie.— 
No less a storm the Trojan hero bears ; 
Thick messiu^es and loud complaints he hears. 
And bandied words still beating on his ears. 
Sighs, groans, and tears, proclaim his inward pains ; 
But the firm purpose of his heart remains. 

The wretched queen, pursued by cruel fate, 
Begins at length the liffht of heaven to hate. 
And loaUis to live, l^en dire portents she sees, 
To hasten on the death her soul decrees-*- 
Strange to relate ! for when, before the shrine, 
She pours in sacrifice the purple wine. 
The purple wine is tum'd to putrid blood, 
And the white ofier'd milk converts to mud. 
This dire presage, to her ^lone reveal'd. 
From all, and even her sister, she conceaVd. 
A marble temple stood within the grove. 
Sacred to death, and to her murder'd love ; 
That honoured chapel she had hung around 
With snowy fleeces, and with garlands crown'd : 
Oftf when she visited this lonelv dome. 
Strange voices issued from her husband's tomb : ' 
She thought she heard him summon her away, 
Invite her to his grave, and chide her stay. 
Hourly 'tis heard, when with a boding note 
The solitary screech-owl strains her throat. 
And, on a chimney's top, or turret's height. 
With songs obscene, disturbs the silence of thenight. 
Besides, old prophecies augment her fears ; 
And stern ^neas in her dreams appears. 
Disdainful as by day : she seems, alone. 
To wander in her sleep, through ways unknown, 
Guideless and dark ; or, in a desert plain* 
To seek her subjects, and to seek in vain—- 
Like Pentheus, when, distracted with his fear. 
He saw two suns, and double Thebes appear ; 
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Or mad OresteSi when his mother^s ghort 

Full in his face infernal torches toss*d« 

And shook her snaky locks : he shuns the siriit,) 

Flies o'er the stage, surprised with mortal fri^it; > 

The Furies guard the door^apd interoepthi« flight } 

Now, sinKing underneath a load of flpef. 
From death alone she seeks her last r^ef ; 
The time and means resolved within her breast. 
She to her mournful sister thus addressed ^— • 
(Dissembling hope, her doudy front she de^rsy 
And a &lse vigour in her eyes appears.) 
<' Rgoice !*" she said. ** Instructea from above, 
M V lover I shall gain, or lose my love. 
Nigh rising Atlas, next the falling sun. 
Long tracts of Ethiopian climates run : 
There a Massy lian priestess I have found. 
Honoured for age, for magic arts renown'd : 
The Hesperian temple was her trusted care ; 
Twas she supplied the wakeful dragon's fare. 
She poppy-seras in honey taught to steep, 
Redaim'a his rage, and sootb'd him into sleep : 
She watch'd the golden fruit Her charms uninnd 
The chains of love, or fix them on the mind ; 
She stops the torrent, leaves the channel dry. 
Repels the stars, and backward bears the sky. 
The yawning earth rebellows to her call. 
Pale ghosts ascend, and mountf^n ashes fall. 
Witness, ye gods, and thou nay better part. 
How loth I am to try this impious art ! 
Within the secret court, with silent care, 
Erect a lofty pile, exposed in air : 
Hang, on tne topmost part, the Trojan vest, 
Spoib, arms, and presents, of my faithless ffuest 
Next, under these, the bridal bed be placed. 
Where I my ru^i in his arms embraced. 
All reliques of the wretch afe doom'd to fire ; 
For so uie priestp6s and her charms require.* - 
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Thus &r she saidt and fiuiher speedi forbears. 
A mortal paleness in her face anpears : 
Yet the mistmstless Anna could not find 
The secret flineral, in these rites design'd ; 
Nor thought so dire a rage possessed her mind. 
Unknowing of a train ccmoedl'd so welU 
She fear'd no worse than when Sicbseus fell ; 
Therafi^re obeys. The fatal pile they rear, 
Widiipi the secret court, exposed in air. 
The doven holms and pines are heap'd on higfa» 
And garlands on the hollow spaces ue. 
Sad cypress, vervain, yiew, compose the wreath. 
And every baleful green denotmg death. 
The queen, determmed to the fiitel deed, 
The spoils and sword he left, in order spread^ 
And tne manls image on the nuptial bedr 

And now (the sacred altars placed around) 
The priestess enters, with her nair unbound, 
And thiice invokes the powers below the ground. 
Night, Erebus, and Chaos, she proclaims. 
And tiireefold Hecate, with her hundred names. 
And three Dianas : next, she sprinkles round. 
With feign'd A vemian drops, the hallowed ground ; 
Culls houy simples, found by Phoebe^s liffbt. 
With braaen sicxles reap'd at noon c^ night ; 
Then mixes baleful juices in the bowl. 
And cuts the forehead of a new-bom foal, 
Bobbing the motiier's love.— The destined queen 
Observes, assisting at the rites obscene ; 
A leaven'd cake in her devoted hands 
She holds, and next the highest altar stands : 
One tender foot was shod, ner other bare. 
Girt was her gathered gown, and loose her hair. 
Thus dres8*d, she summoned, with her dying breath, 
The heavens and planets conscious of her death. 
And every poiyer, if any rules above, 
W\io minds, pr who revenges, uijured love. 
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'Twas dead of night, when weary bodies close 
Their eyes in balmy sleep, and soft repose : 
The winds no longer whisper through the woods; 
Nor murmuring tides disturb the gentle floods. 
The stars in silent order moved around ; 
And Peace, with downy wings, was brooding, on 

the ground. 
The flocks and herds, and party-colour'd fowl, . 
Which haunt the woodsy or swim the weedy pool, 
Stretch'd on the quiet earth, securely lay. 
Forgetting the past labours of the day. 
All else of nature^s common gift partake.: 
Unhappy Dido was alone awake. 
Nor sleep nor ease the ^furious queen' can find ; • 
Sleep fled her eyes, as quiet fled her mind. 
Despair, and rage, and love, divide her heart ; • 
Despair and rage had some, but lovethegreater part 

Tlien thus she said within her secret mind :— • 
^ What shall I do ? what succour can I find ? . 
Eecome a suppliant to larbas* pride, 
And take my turn to court, and be denied ? 
Shall I with this ungrateful Trojan go. 
Forsake an empire, and attend a foe ? 
Himself I refuged, and his train relieved-— 
'Tis true— but am I sure to be received ? 
Can gratitude in Trojan souls have place ? 
Laomedon still lives in all his race ! 
Then, shall I seek alone the churlish crew. 
Or with my fleet their flving sails pursue ? 
What force have I but those, whom scarce before 
I drew reluctant from their native shore ? 
Will they again embark at my desire. 
Once more sustain the seas, and quit their second 

Tvre? 
Rather with steel thy guilty breast invade. 
And take the fortune thou thyself hast made. 
Your pity, sister, first seduced my mind, 
Or seconded loo well what I designed. 



These dear-bought pleasures had I never known » 
Had I continued freor and still my own-~ 
Avoiding love, I bad not found despair. 
But shared with savage beasts the ooramon ain . 
Like thenii a lonely ilife I ' raight have led, 
]!9et Tnoum'd the living, nor disturb'd the dead/' 
These thoughts she brooded in her anxious brenst*— 
On board, 'the Trojan found more easy rest' 
Resolved to sail, in sleep he pass'd the night ; . 
And order'd all things tor his early flight 

To whom once more the winged god appears. Q 
His former youthful mien and shape he weairs, ' r 
And with this new alarm invades his ears :•-*• . J 
** Sleep*stthou,Ogoddess*bom ? andomsttboudrown 
Thy needful cares, so near a hostile town. 
Beset with foes ; nor hear'st the western gales 
Invite thy passage, and inspire thy sails ? 
She! harbours in her heart a furious hate, 
And thou shalt find the dire eflects too late ; 
Fix'd on revengej and obstinate, to die. 
Haste swiftly hence, while thou hast power to fly. 
The sea with shins will soon be cover'd o*er. 
And blazing, flreorands kindle all the shore, 
Ptevent her rage, while night obscures the skies, 
And sail beforfe the purple morn arise. ^ 
Who knows whait hazards thy delay may bring ? 
Woman's a various and a changeful thing/'-^ 
Thus Hermes in the dream ; then took his flight 
Aloft in air unseen, and mix'd with night. 

Twice wam*d by the celestial messenger, 
The pious prince arose with hasty fear ; 
Then roused his drowsy train without delay : ^ 
^Hastetoyourbanks ! yourcrookedanchors weigh, >- 
And spread your flying sails, and stand to sea ! ) 
A <iroa commands : he stood bdbre my sight, 
And urged us once again to speedy flight. . 
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sacred power ! what power aoe'er thou art. 
To thy blessed orders I resign my heart 
Lead thou the way ; protect tfav Tfcr|an bands^ 
And prosper the design thy will eominanda»'*-«* 
He said ; and^ drawing forth his flaming swords 
His thundering ann divides the many-twiated csedL 
An emulatinir zeal inspires his train : 

They run; tfi^snatcC; they rash mto the main. 
With headlong haste they leave the desert aboies; 
Atid brush the liquid seas with labouring oarae; i 

. Aurora now had left her safihm bedt 
And beams of early light the heavens overspreads 
When, from a tower, the queen, with wakeral eyei^ 
Saw dav noint upward from the rosy sides. 
She look*a to seaward ; but the sea was VQid» 
And scarce in ken the sailing ships descried. 
Stung with despite, and furious with despair, . 
She struck her trembling breast, and tore hert hafe 
<< And shall tihe ungratenil traitor gb^ (she aaid^) / 
My land forsaken, and my love beta^d ? 
Shall we not arm ? not rush from every atieeiy 
To follow, sink, and burn, his peijured fleet ? 
Haste,, haul my galleys out ! puraue the foe ! 1 
Bring flaming brands ! set sail, and swiftly low V^ 
What have Isaid ? where am I ? Fury tumi 
My bndn ; and my distempered bosom bwtuL 
Then, when I gave my person and my thvone^ ' 
This hate^ this rage, had been more timely ahmro. 
See now the prcmiised ftith, the vaunted name. 
The pious man, who, rushing through the flam^ 
Preserved his gods, and to tne Phrygian ahore 
The burden of his feeble father bore ! 

1 should have torn him pieoe«nieal-*strew'dinflood$ 
His scattered limbs, or left exposed in wooda-«« 
Destroyd his friends, and son ; and, from the fii^ 
Have set the reeking boy before the ska 
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Events ate doubtful, which on battle wait : 
Yet where'8 the doubt» to soub jecure of fate ? 
My lyriana, at their injured queen's command. 
Had toss'd theur fires amid the T'rojan band ; 
At once extinguished all the faithknis name ; i 
And 1 myself^ in vengeance of my shame, V 

Had fallen upon the pile, to mend thefuneralflame. ) 
Thou Suni who view'st at once the world below ! 
Thou Junoi guardian of the nuptial vow ! 
Thou Hecate^ hearken from thy daiic abodes ! 
Ye Furies, Fiends, and violated Gods ( 
All powers invoked with Dido's dying breath, 
AUend har curses, abd avenge her death ! 
If so the Fates ordain, and faVe commands. 
The ungrateful wretdi should find the Latian lands. 
Yet let a race untamed, and haughty foes, 
His peaceful entrance with dire arms oppose : 
Oppressed with numbers in the unequal field, 
ws men discouraged, and himself expell'd. 
Let him for succour sue from place to place^ 
Tom firom his subjects, and his son's embrace. 
First, let him see his £riends in battle slain. 
And their untidiely fate lament in vain : 
And when, at length, the cruel war shall cease. 
On hard conditions may he buy his peace : 
Nor let him then enjoy supreme command ; 
But fidl, untimdiy, by some hostile hand. 
And lie unburied on the barren sand ! 
These are my wayers, and this my dying will ; 
And you, my Tyrians, every curse fiilfil. 
Perpetual hate, and mortal wars proclaim. 
Against the prince, the people, and the name. 
Tnese grateful offerings on my grave bestow ; 
Nor lei^ue, nor love, the hostile nations know I 
Now, and from hence, in every future age, 
When rage excites your arms, and strengm supplies 
the rage. 
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Rise some ayenger of our Libyan blood. 
With fire and sword pursue the perjured brood ; 
Our arms, our seas, our shores, opposed to theirs ; 
And the same hate descend on aU our heirs !** 

This said, within her anxious mind she weighs 
The means of cutting short her odious days. 
Then to Sichceus' nurse she briefly said^ 
(For, when she left her country, her's was dead,) 
** Go, Barce, call my sister. Het her care 
The solemn rites of sacrifice prepare ; 
The sheep, and all the atoning offerings, bring ; 
Sprinkling her body from the crystal spring 
With living drops ; then let her come, ana thou 
With sacred fillets bind thy hoary brow. 
Thus will I pay my yows to Stygian Joye, 
And end the cares of my disastrous loye ; 
Then cast the Trojan image on the fire. 
And, as that bums, my passion shall expire.*" 

The nurse moves onward with officious care. 
And all the speed her aged limbs can bear. 
But furious Dido, with dark thoughts involved. 
Shook at the mighty mischief she resolved. 
With livid spots distinguished was her face ; 
Red were her rolling eycs,and discomposed her pace; 
Ghastly she gazed, with pain she drew her breath. 
And nature shivered at approaching death. 

Then swiftly to the fatal place she passed, 
And mounts the funeral pile with funous haste ; 
Unsheaths the sword the Trojan left behind, 
(Not for so dire an enterprize designed.) 
But when she viewed the garments loosely spread. 
Which once he wore, and saw the conscious bedi 
She paused, and, with a sigh, the robes embraced, 
Then on the couch her trembling body cast. 
Repressed the ready tears, and spoke her last :— 
'' I)ear pledges of my love, while heaven so pleased, 
lleceive a soul, of mortal anguish eased. 
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Which 18 the worst? Didst thou in death pretend 
To soom thy sister, or delude thy friend ? 
Thy summon'd sister, and thy mend, had oome ; 
One sword had served us botli^ one common tomb : 
Was I to raise the pile, the powers invoke. 
Not to be present at the fatal stroke ? 
At cmce thou hast destroy 'd thyself and me^ 
Thy town, thy senate^ and thy colony ! 
Bring water ! bathe the wound ; whOe I in death 
Lay close my lips to hers,and catch thefljringbreath.'' 
This said, she mounts the pile with eager haste. 
And in her arms the gasping queen embraced ; 
Her temples chafed ; ana her own garments tore^ 
To staunch the streaming blood, anddeanse the gore. 
Thrice Dido tried to raise her drooping head. 
And, fainting, thrice fell grovelling on the bed ; 
Thrice oped her heavy eyes, and saw the light, 1 
But, having found it, sicken'd at the sieht, > 

And closed her lids at last in endless night. J 
Then Juno, grieving that she should sustain 
A death so Imgerinj?, and so full of pain, 
jSent Iris down, to nee her from the strife 
Of labouring nature, and dissolve her life. 
For, since she died, not doom'd l:y heaven's decree 
Or her own crime, but human casualty. 
And rage of love, that plunged her in despair. 
The Sisters had not cut the topmost hair. 
Which Proserpine and they can only know ; 
Nor made her sacred to the shades lielow.--? 
Downward the various Goddess took her flighty 
And drew a thousand colours from the light,; 
Then stood above the dyins lover's head. 
And said, '^ I thus devote thee to the dead. 
This offering to the infernal gods I bear.'' % 

Thus while she spoke, she cut the fatal hair : / 
The struggling soul was locked, and life dissolved! 
in air. 3 
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The cause unknown, yet his presaging mind 
The fate of Dido from the fire divined ; 
He knew the stormy souls of woman-kind^ 
What secret springs their eager passions move. 
How capable of death for injured love. 
Dire auguries from hence the Trojans draw ; 
Till neither fires nor shining shores they saw. 
Now seas and skies their prospect only bound— 
An empty space above, a floating field around. 
But soon the heavens with shadows were o'erspread; 
A swelling cloud hung hovering o'er their head : 
Livid it look'd — the threatening of a storm : 
Then night and horror ocean's face deform. 
The pilot, Palinurus, cried aloud, — 
" What gusts of weather from that gathering cloud 
My thoughts presage ! Ere yet the tempest roars^ 
Stand to your tackle, mates, and stretch your oars ; 
Contract your swelling sails, and luff to wind." 
The frighted crew perform the task assign'd. 
Then, to his fearless chief, — ^**Not heaven," said he, '\ 
** Though Jove himself should promise Italy, >- 
Can stem the torrent of this raging sea. J 

Mark, how the shifting winds from west arise. 
And what collected night involves the skies ! 
Nor can our shaken vessels live at sea, -> 

Much less against the tempest force their way. •> 
Tis Fate diverts our course, and Fate we must obey. 3 



tion of our author, in what he horrows from the aiidents, by com- 
paring them. I conceive the reason why he omits the borae-nice 
in the funeral games, was^ because he shews Ascaniiis afterwards 
on horseback, with his troops of boys, and would not wear that 
subject thread-bare, which Statius, in the next age, described so 
happily. Virgil seems, to me, to have excelled Homer in those 
sports, and to nave laboured them the more in honour of Octavius, 
his patron, who instituted the like games for perpetuating the 
memory of his uncle Julius : piety, as Virgil calls it, or dutifid- 
ness to parents, being a most popular virtue among the Romans. 



I 

Not far from hence, if I observed ariffht 
The southing of the stars, and polar light, 
Sicilia lies, whose hospitable shores 
In safety we may reach with struggling oars/* 
-ffineas then replied : — " Too sure I find, 
We strive in vain against the seas and wind : 
Now shift your sails ; what place can please tne more 
Than what you promise, the Sicilian shore, 
Whose hallow'd earth Anchises' bones contains. 
And where a prince of Trojan lineage reigns ?" 
The course resolved, before the western wind 
They scud amain, and make the port assigned. 

Meantime Acestes, from a lofty stand. 
Beheld the fleet descending on the land ; 
And, not unmindful of his ancient race, 
Down from the cliff he ran with eager pace. 
And held the hero in a strict embrace. 
Of a rough Ubyan bear the spoils he wore, 
And either hand a pointed javelin bore. 
His mother was a dame of t)ardan blood ; 
His sire Crinisus, a Sicilian flood. 
He welcomes his returning friends ashore 
With plenteous country cates, and homely store. 

Now, when the following morn had chased away 
The flyinff stars, and light restored the day, 
JBneas calrd the Trojan troops around. 
And thus bespoke them from a rising ground : — 
** Offspring of heaven, divine Dardanian race ! 
The sun, revolving through the ethereal space. 
The shining circle of the year has fill'd, 
Since first tnis isle my father's ashes held : 
^nd now the rising aay renews the year— 
^ day for ever sad, for ever dear, 
^rhis would I celebrate with annual games. 
With gifts on altars piled, and holy flames, 
Though banish'd to Gaetulia's barren sands. 
Caught on the Grecian seas, or hostile lands : 



But since tUs hap^y atona our fltet hat Ariycti 
(Not, as I deem^ wiwout the wUl of heaven )f 
Upon these friendly shovest and flowety phutait 
W hich hide Anchises and hii blest vemama^ 
Let us with joy perform, his honouvt due» 
And pray for prosperous winds^ our voyage to nh 

new— 
I'ray^ that^ in towos* and temples of our ownv | 
The name of great Aneilisei masr be known^ > 
And yearly games^ ma^ spread the god's peiiowtt^|i 
Our sports Aeestes, or the Troiaii race, 
With royal £^fts ordain'd; is pleaded to gsaoe : 
Two steers on every sliip the king bestowa : 
His gods and ours* shf^ shave your eqnal vowt. 
Besides, if nine davs henee, the rosy mom 
Shall with undoockd Ugbt the skies adonis 
That day with sdemo sports I mean to* grace : 
Light aaUeye on the seas shall run a watery raoe t 
Some snail in swiftness for the goal contendt 
And others try the twanginff bow to bend : 
The strong, with ircHi gauntlets arm'd, shaU stand 
Opposed in combat on the yellow sand. 
Let all be present at the games prepared, 
And joyful victors wait the iuat reward. 
But now assist the rites, with garlands crowartL** 
He said, and first his brows with myrtle bonnd 
Then Helyn^us,. by his example led. 
And old Aeestesi. each adom'd his bead ; 
Thus young Ascanios, with a sprigbdy graces 
His temples tied'^ and all the Trojan race* 
Mnean then advanced amidst the traiti, 
By thousands foUow'd tibrough the flowery plaint 
To great Anchises' tomb ; wliich when he fomd. 
He pour'd to ]kechus> on the hallbw'd gvonnd, 
Two bowl# of spaitkruig wine, o( milk two morlv 
And two (from oHer'd bulls) of purpUs gore* 
With rosea then the sepulchre be strow'd^ 
And thus his father's ghost bespoke aloud :— 
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^' Haii» O ye holy manefr ! hail again, 
Paternal ashei^ now raview'd' in Tain ! 
The mi» permitted not, that you, with me, 
Shoiud' neaoh the promised shores of Italy, 
Or Tyber*s flood, what fli9od soe*er it be.* 
Scarce had he finished, when^ with speckled' pridie, 
A serpent from the tomb began to glide ; 
His hugy bulk on seven high volumes rolled ; 
Blue was his breadtil of back, but streak'd with scaly 

gold: 
Thus riding on his curls, he seem*d to pass 
A rolling fire along, and singe^ the grass. 
More various oolours throum his Itody run, 
Than Iris when her bow imbibes the sun. 
Betwixt the rising altars, and around, 
Vhe sactfed monster shot along tlie around : 
With' harmless play amidst the bowls he passed. 
And with his lolling tongue assayed the taste : 
Thus fed with holy food^ the wondrous guest 
Within- the hollow tomb retired to rest. 
The pious prince, surprised at what he viewed. 
The ninerai honours with more zeal renewed. 
Doubtful if this the place's genius were. 
Or guardian of his father's sepulchre. 
Fiva sheep^ according to the rites, he slew ; 
As many swine, and steers of sable hue ; 
New generous wine he from the goblets pour*d. 
And eaird his father's ghost, from hell restored. 
The ^lad attendants in long order come, 
OffennK their gifts at great Anchises' tomb : 
Some add more oxen ; some divide the spoil ; ' 
Some^ place l^e chargers on the grassy 
Some dIow the fires, and offer'd entrails 

Now came the dav desired. iThe skies were brigl 
With rosy lustre of the rising light : 
The bordtring people, rousea by sounding fame 
Of Tvojan feasts and great Acestes' name^ 



r tomo : 
the spoil ; ' ^ 
sy soil ; I 

*ail8 boil. \ 
ies were briirnt 



S60 ^N£iS| V. 

The .crowded shore with acclamations fill^ 
Fart to behold, and part to prove their skilL 
And first the gifts in public view they plac^ . 
Green laurel wreaths, and palm, the victors' grace : 
Within the circle, arms and tripods lie, ^ 

Ingots of gold and silver heap'd on high, V 

And vests embroidered, of the Tyrian dye. ) 

The trumpet's clangor then the feast proclaims. 
And all prepare for their appointed games. 
Four galleys first, which equal rowers bear. 
Advancing, in the watery lists appear. 
The speedy Dolphin, that outstrips the wind. 
Bore Mnestheus, author of the Memmian kind : 
Gyas the vast Chimaera's bulk commands. 
Which rising like a towering city stands : 
Three Trojans tug at every labouring oar^ \ 

Three banks in three degrees the sailors bore ; >- 
Beneath their sturdy strokes the billow5 roar* 3 
Sergestus, who began the Sergian race, 
In the great Centaur took the leading place:: 
Cloanthus on the sea-green Scylla stood. 
From whom Cluentius draws his Trojan blood. 

Far in the sea, against the foaming shore. 
There stands a rock : the raging billows roar 
Above his head in storms ; but, when 'tis clear. 
Uncurl their ridgy backs, and at his foot appear. 
In peace below- the gentle waters run ; 
The cormorants above lie basking in the sun* 
On this the hero fix'd an oak in sight. 
The mark to guide the mariners aright. 
To bear with this, the seamen stretch their oars ; 
Then round the rock they steer, and seek the for- 

mer shores. 
The lots decide their place. Above the rest. 
Each leader shining in his Tyrian vest ; ' 

The common crew, with wreaths of poplar boughs, 
Their temples crown, and shade their sweaty brows : 



Besmear'd with oil| their naked shoulders shine. 
All take their seats, and wait the sounding sign : 
They gripe their oars ; and every panting breast 
Is raised by turns with hope» by turns with fear 

depressed. 
The clangor of the trumpet gives the sign ; 
At once they start, advancing in a line : 
With shouts the sailors rend the starry skies ; 
Lash'd with their oars, the smoky billows rise 
Sparkles the briny main, and the vex'd ocean 
Exact in time, with equal strokes they row : 
At once the brushing oars and brassen prow 
Dash up the sandy waves, and ope the depths below. 
Not fiery coursers, in a chariot race. 
Invade the field with half so swift a pace : 
Not the fierce driver with more fury lends 
The sounding lash, and ere the stroke descendSj 
Low to the wheels his pliant body bends. 
The partial crowd their hopes and fears divide, 
And aid, with eager shouts, the favoured side. 
Cries, murmurs, clamours, with a mixing sound. 
From woods to woods, from hills to hills, rebound. 

Amidst the loud applauses of the shore, 
Gyas outstripped the rest, and sprung before : 
Cioanthus, better manned, pursued him fast, 
But his o*er-mastcd galley checked his haste. 
The Centaur and the Dolphin brush the brine 
With equal oars, advancing in a line ; 
And now the mighty Centaur seems to lead. 
And now the speedy Dolphin gets a-head ; 
Now board to board the rival vessels row. 
The billows lave the skies, and ocean groans below. 
They reach'd the mark. Proud (^^yas and his train 
In triumph rode, the victors of the main ; 
But, steering round, he charged his pilot stand 
Moce close to shore, and skim along the sand ; — 
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<< Letotiiers bear to sea (^'--Meiieetus beard ; 
But ttcret shehrcs taoGsationsly hefesafd^ 
And^ fearingv souglit the de^^ and; a^ 9ioa£ he^ 

ateer^d. 
With louder cries the captain call'd amdn :«^ 
'^ Bear to the roeky sbore,. and sbcm the memJ 
He spoke, and, spesking, at his stem he mw 
The Dold Gieanlliua near liie shelvings draw. 
Betwixt the mark and hini' the Scylla stood^ 
And in a doser compefis ploughed the flood. 
He pass'd the mark ; and> wheeling, got before 
Gyas blaspfaemed the gods, devoutly swore. 
Cried ont for anger, and his hair he tore. 
Mindless of oth^' lives, (so hi|[h was grown 
His risinr mgief ) and careless of his own. 
The trembling dotard to the deck he drew. 
And hoisted up*, and averboard he tiimw : 
This doncj he seized the helm ; his fellows* dheer'dy 
Turned short opon the shelves^ and madly ateei^di 

Hardly his bead the plunging {nlot reara, 
Clogg'd vrith his clodies, and cumbered with Ida^ 

years: 
Now dropping wet, he climbs the cliff wit^^ pain. 
The crowd, t^ saw him ML and float again, 
Shout &om the distant shore ; and loud^ laugfai^. ' 
To see his heaving breast disgorge the briny draugUL 
The Mlowing Centaur, and the Dolphki's ciew^ 
Their vanished hopes of victory renew ; 
While Gyas* lagSr they kindle in- the race. 
To reach the mark^ Sergestas takes tiie place; 
Mnestheus* pursues*; and, while around they wind^ 
Ccnnes up^ not half his galley's length behind ; 
Then on die deck,^ amidst his mates, appeared. 
And thus their drooping courages he cheer'd :— 
** My fiiends, and Hector's followers heretofore, 
Exect your vigour ; tug' the labouring oar ; 



stretch to jrour strokes^ my 8tiU> nnoonquer^ crew, 
Whom from the flaming walls of Troy I drew* 
In this ouv common interest, let me find 
That strength of hand, that courage of the mind, 
As when you stemm'd the strong Malaean flood, 
And o'er tihe Syrtes' broken billows row'd. 
I seek not now the foremost paltn to gain ; 
Though yet— >but, ah ! that haughty wish is vain ! 
Let those enjoy it whom the gods ordain; 
But to be last, the lags of all tlie race ! — 
lUdieem yottrselVes and me from that disgrace.'* 
Now, one and all, they tug amain ; they row 
At the full stretch, and shake the braisen prow. 
The sea beneath them sinks ; their labouring sides 
Are swelPd, and sweat runs guttering down in tides. 
Chance aids their daring with unhoped success : 
Sergestus, eager with his beak to press 
Betwixt the rival galley and the rock, 
Shuts up the unwieldy Centaur in the lock. 
The vessel struck ; and, with the dreadful shock. 
Her oars she shivered, and her head she broke. 
The trembling rowers from their banks arise. 
And, mxioue for themselves, renounce the prisse. 
liV^th iron poles they heave her off the shores. 
And gather from the sea their floating oars. 
The crew of Mnestheus, with elated minds, 
Urge their success, and call the willing winds. 
Then ply their oars, and cut their liquid way 
In larger compass on the roomy sea. 
As, when the dove her rocky hold forsakes. 
Roused ki a fright, her sounding wings she shakes; 
The cavern rings with clattering ; out she flies. 
And leaves her callow care, and cleaves the skies : 
At first she fiutters ; but at length she springs 
To smoother fiight, and shoots upon her wings ; 
So Mnestheus in the Dolphin cuts the sea ; 
And, fiying with a force, that force assists his way. 
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Sergestus in the Centaur soon he passed. 
Wedged in the rocky shoals, and sticking fast. 
In vain the victor he with cries implores. 
And practises to row with sh.atter'd oars. 
Thep Mnestheus bears with Gyas, ^d outflies : 
The ship, without a pilot, yields the prize. 
Unvanquish'd Scylla now alone remains ; 
Her he pursues, and all his vigour strains. 
Shouts from the &vouring multitude arise ; 
Applauding Echo to the shouts replies ; 
Shouts, wishes, and applause, run rattling through 

the skies. 

These clamours with disdain the Scylla heard. 
Much grudged the praise, but more the robb'd re- 
ward: 
Resolved to hold their own, they mend their pace^ 
All obstinate to die, or gain the race. 
Raised with success, the Dolphin swiftly^ ran ; 
For they can conquer, who believe they can. 
Both urge their oars, and Fortune both supplies, 
And both perhaps had shared an equal prize ; 
When to the seas Cloanthus holds his hands^ 
And succour from the watery powers demands :- 
^* Gk)d8 of the liquid realms, on which I row ! 
If, given by you, the laurel bind my brow, 
(Assist tp make me guilty of my vow !) 
A snow-white bull shall on your shore be slain ; 
His ofFer'd entrails cast into the main. 
And ruddy wine from golden goblets thrown. 
Your grateful gift and my return shall own." 
The choir of nymphs, and Fhorcus, from below. 
With virgin Panopea, heard his vow ; 
And old Portunus, with his breadth of hand, 
Push'd on, and sped the galley to the land. 
Swift as a shaft, or winged wind, she flies. 
And, darting to the port, obtains the prize. 



The herald summons all» and then proclaims 

Cloai^hus conqueror of the naval games. 

The prince with laurel crowns the victor's head. 

And three fat steers are to his vessel led, 

The ship*s reward ; with generous wine beside. 

And sums of silver, which the crew divide. 

The leaders are distinguish'd from the rest ; 

The victor honour'd with a nobler vest, 

Where gold and purple strive in equal rows, 

And needle-work its happy cost bestows. 

There, Ganymede is wrought with living art, ' 

Chasing through Ida's groves the trembling hart : 

Breathless he seems, yet eager to pursue ; 

When from aloft descends, in open view. 

The bird of Jove, and, sousing on his prey. 

With crooked talons bears the boy away. 

In vain, with lifted hands and gazing eyes, ^ 

His guards behold him soaring through the skies, V 

And dogs pursue his flight with imitated cries. ) 

Mnestheus the second victor was declared ; 
And, summoned there, the second prize he shared—* 
A coat of n>ail, which brave Demoleus bore. 
More brave j^^^iUeas from his shoulders tore. 
In single combat on the Trojan shore. 
This was ordain'd for Mnestheus to possess- 
In war for his defence, for ornanient in peace. 
Rich was the gift, and glorious to behold. 
But yet so ponderous with its plates of gold, 
That scarce two servants could the weight sustain ; ^ 
Yet, loaded thus, Demoleus o'er the plain V 

Pursued, and lightly seized, the Trojan trains J 
The third, succeeding to the last reward, 
Two goodly bowls of massy silver shared. 
With figures prominent, and richly wrought. 
And two brass cauldrons from Dodona brought. 
Thus all, rewarded by the hero's hands, 
Their conquering temples bound with purple bands. 
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And DOW Sergestus, clearing from the rock, 
Brought bock his galley shattered with the d^ock. 
Forlorn she look'd, wi^out an aiding oar, 
And, hooted by tibe vulgar, made to shore ; 
As when a snake, surprised upon the road, 
Is crushed aithwart her body by the load 
Of heavy wheels ; or with a mortal wound 
Her belly bruised, and trodden to the ground — 
In vain, with loosen'd curls, she crawls «long ; 
Yet, fierce above, she brandiishes her tongue ; 
Glares with her eyes, and bristles with h&c scales 
But g«»*og i/th. au«. her part. u«»«„d A 

trails. 
So slowly to the port the Centaur tends. 
But, what she wants in oars, with sails amends. 
Yet, for his galley saved, the grateful prince 
Is pleased the unhappy .chief to recompense. 
Pholoe, the Cn^n slave, rewards his care. 
Beauteous herself, with lovely twins as fair* 

From thenee his way the Trojan hero bent 
Into the neighbouring plain, with mountains peni 
Whose sides were shaded with surrounding wood 
Full in the midst of this fair valley, stood 
A native theatre, which, rising slow 
Bv just degrees, o'erlook'd the ground below. 
High on a sylvan throne the leader sate ; 
A numerous train attend in solemn state. 
Here those, that in the rapid course delight. 
Desire of honour, and the prise, invite. 
The rival runners without order stand ; 
The Trojans, mix*d with the Sicilian band. 
First NisuSt with Euryalus, appears— -• 
Euryalus a boy of bk>oming years, 
With sprightly grace and equal beauty crown'd- 
Nisus, tor friendship to the youth, renown'd. 
Diores next, of Priam's royal race. 
Then Salius, joinVl with Patron, took their place 



(But Patron in Arcadia had his births 
And SaliaSf his from Acamanian earth 
Then two Sicilian youths — ihe names at these, 
Swift Hely,muSp and lovely Fanopes» 
(Both jollv huntsmen^ both in forests bred. 
And ownmg old Acestes for their head^) 
With sever^ others of i^obler nome. 
Whom time has not deliver'd o'er to fame. 

To these the hero thus his thou^ts explained. 
In words which general approbation gained :— * 
^' One common largess is for all designed, 
(The vanquished and the victor shall be join'd,,) 
Two darts of polish'd steel and Gnossian wood, 
A sUver-studoed axe, alike bestow'd. 
The foreniost three have olive wreaths decreed : 
The first of these obtains a stately steed 
Adorned with trappings ; and the next in fame, 
The quiver of an Amazonian dame, * 

With feathered Thracian arrows well supplied : 
A golden belt shall gird his manly side. 
Which with a sparklinfi; diamond shall 
The third this (Grecian lielmet daaU content" 
He said. To their appointed base they went ; 
With beating hearts the expected sign receive. 
And, starting all at once, the barrier leave. 
Spread out, as on the winged winds, they flew, 
And seized the distant goal with greedy view. 
Shot from the crowd, swift Nisus all o'er^pass'd ; 
Nor storms, nor thunder, equal half his haste. 
The next, but, though the next, yet far di^oin'd, 
Came Salius, and Euryalus behind ; 
Then Helymus, whom young Biores plied. 
Step after step, and almost side by side. 
His shoulders pressing — and, in longer space. 
Had won, or left at least a dubious race. 

Now, spent, the goal they almost reach at last, 
When eager Nisus, hapless in his haste. 
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Slipp'd first, and, slipping, fell upon the plain, 
Soak'd with the blood of oxen newly slam. 
The careless victor had not mark'd his way ; 
But, treading where the treacherous puddle lay, 
His heels flew up ; and on the CTassy floor 
He fell, besmear'd with filth and holy gore. 
Not mindless then, Euryalus, of thee. 
Nor of the sacred bonds of amity, 
He strove the immediate rival's hope to cross. 
And caught the foot of Salius as he rose : 
So Salius lay extended on the plain : 
Euryalus springs out, the prize to gain. 
And leaves the crowd : — applauding peals attend 
The victor to the goal, who vanquish'd by his friend. 
Next Helymus ; and then Diores came. 
By two misfortunes made the third in fame. 

But Salius enters, and, exclaiming loud 
For justice, deafens and disturbs the crowd ; 
Urges his cause may in the court be heard ; 
And pleads the prize is wrongfully conferred. 
But favour for Euryalus appears ; 
His blooming beauty, with his tender years. 
Had bribed the judges for the promised prize ; 
Besides, Diores fills the court with cries. 
Who vainly reaches at the last reward. 
If the first palm on Salius be conferred. 
Then thus the prince : " Let no disputes arise : 
Where Fortune placed it, I award the prize. 
But Fortune's errors give me leave to mend. 
At least to pity my deserving friend.*' 
He said, and, from among the spoils, he draws 
(Ponderous with shaggy mane and golden paws) ' 
A lion's hide : to Salius this he gives : 
Nisus with envy sees the gift, and grieves. 
" If such rewards to vanquish'd men are due,** 
He said, ** and falling is to rise by you, 

8 
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What prize may Nisus from your bounty claim, 
Who merited the first rewards and fame ? 
In falling, both an equal fortune tried ; 
Would Fortune for my fall so well provide !" 
With this he pointed to his face, ana shew'd 
His hands and all his habit smear'd with blood. 
The indulgent father of the people smiled, 
And caused to be produced an ample shield, 
Of wondrous art, by Didymaon wrought. 
Long since from Neptune's bars in triumph brought. 
This given to Nisus, he divides the rest. 
And equal justice in his gifts expressed. 
The race thus ended, and rewards bestow'd. 
Once more the prince bespeaks the attentive crowd ; 
** If there be here, whose dauntless courage dare 
In gauntlet fight, with limbs and body bare, 
His opposite sustain in open view. 
Stand forth the champion, and the games renew. 
Two prizes I propose, and thus divide — 
A bull with gilded horns, and fillets tied. 
Shall be the portion of the conquering chief : 
A sword and helm shall cheer the loser's grief." 

Then haughty Dares in the list appears ; 
Stalking he strides, his head erected bears : 
His nervous arms the weighty gauntlet wield. 
And loud applauses echo through the field. 
Dares alone in combat used to stand 
The match of mighty Paris, hand to hand ; 
The same, at Hector's funerals, undertook 
Gigantic Butes, of the Amycian stock. 
And, by the stroke of his resistless hand, 
Stretch'd the vast bulk upon the yellow sand. 
Such Dares was ; and such he strode along. 
And drew the wonder of the gazing throng. 
His brawny back and ample breast he shows ; 
His lifted arms around his head he throws. 
And deals, in whistling air, his empty blows. 

VOL» XIV. 2 A 



870 iENE'iS, V. 

His match is sought : but^ through the trembling 

band, 
Not one dares answer to the proud demand. 
Presuming of his force, with spariding eyes 
Already he devours the promised prise. 
He claims the bull with awless insolence. 
And, having seized his horns, accosts the prince 3— '- 
'* If none my matchless valour dares oppose. 
How long shall Dares wait his dastard foes ? 
Ptermit me, chief, permit, without delay. 
To lead this uncontended gift away/' 
The crowd assents, and, with redoubled cries^ 
For the proud challenger demands the prize* 

Acestes, fired with just disdain, to see 
The palm usurp'd without a victory. 
Reproached Entellus thus, who sate beside. 
And beard and saw, unmoved, the Trojan's pride>— 
" Once, but in vain, a champion of renown. 
So tamely can you bear the ravish'd crown, 
A prize m triumph borne before your sight, 
And shim, for fear, the danger of the fight ? 
Where is our Eryx now, the boasted name. 
The god,who taught your thunderingarm the game? 
Where now your bd&ed honour ? where the spoil 
That fiU'd your house, and fame that fiU'd our isle ?' 
Entellus, thus : — ** My soiil is still the same, • 
Unmoved with fear, and moved with martial £une ; 
But my chill blood is curdled in my veins. 
And scarce the shadow of a man remains. 
Oh ! could I turn to that fair prime again. 
That prime, of which this boaster is so vain. 
The brave, who this decrepit age defies. 
Should feel my force, without the promised prise." 
He said ; and, rising at the word, he threw 
Two ponderous gauntlets down in open view— 
Gauntlets, whidi Eryx wont in %ht to wield. 
And sheath hjs bands with, in the listed fidd. 






With fear «nd wondar s^ed, the crowd beholds 
iThe gloves of deaths with seven distiaguish'd folds 
Of tough bull*hides ; the space within is sj^ead 
With iron, or with loads of heavy lead : 
Dares himself was daunted at the sight, 
Kenounoed his challenge, and refused to fight 
AstomshVi at their weight, the hero stands, 
And poised the ponderous engines in his hands. 
^' What had your wonder (said Entellus) been, "I 
Had you the gauntlets of Aleides seen, > 

Or view'd the stem debate on this unhappy green: ) 
These, which I bear, your brother Eryx bore. 
Still nark'd with batter'd brains and mingled gore. 
With these be long sustained the Herculean arm ; 
And these I wieldied while my blood was warm. 
This languish'd frame while better spirits fed. 
Ere age unstrung my nerves, or time o'ersnow'd 

my head. 
But, if the challenger these arms refuse, 
And cannot wield their weight, or dare not use ; 
If great Mneas and Acestes join 
In iiis re(|uest, these gauntlets I resign ; 
Let us with equal arms perform the fight, 
And let him leave to fear, since I resign my right.*' 
This said, Entellus for the strife prepares ; 
Stripped of bis <|uilted coat, his Ixxly bares ; 
Composed of mighty bones and brawn, he stands, 
A goodly towering oldect on the sands. 
Then iust Mneas equal arms supplied, 
Whioi round their shoulders to their wiists they tied. 
Both on the tiptoe stand, at full extenft. 
Their arms aloft, their bodies inly bent ; 
Their heads from aiming blows they bear afinr ; 
With clashing gauntlets then provoke the war. 
One jon bis youth and pliant limbs relies ; 
One on his sinews, and his giant siae. 
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The last is stiff with a^e, his motion slow ; 
He heaves for breath, he staggers to and fro. 
And clouds of issuing smoke his nostrils loudly 

blow. 
Yet equal in success, they ward, they strike ; 
Their ways are different, but their art alike. 
Before, behind, the blows are dealt ; around 
Their hollow sides the rattling thumps resound. 
A storm of strokes, well meant, with fury flies. 
And errs about their temples, ears, and eyes 
Nor always errs ; for oft the gauntlet draws 
A sweeping stroke along the crackling jaws. 
Heavy with age, Entellus stands his ground. 
But with his warping body wards the wound. 
His hand and watchful eye keep even pace ; 
While Dares traverses, and shirts his place. 
And, like a captain who beleaguers round 
Some strong built castle on a rising ground. 
Views all the approaches with observing eyes ; 
This and that ottier part in vain he tries. 
And more on industry than force relies. 
With hands on high, Entellus threats the foe ; 
But Dares watch'd the motion from below. 
And slipp*d aside, and shunn'd the long-descend- 
ing blow. 

Entellus wastes his forces on the wind. 
And, thus deluded of the stroke designed. 
Headlong, and heavy fell ; his ample breast. 
And weigh tv limbs, his ancient mother press*d« 
So falls a hollow pine, that long had stood 
On Ida*s height, or Erymanthus' wood, 
Tom from the roots. The differing nations rise ; 
And shouts and mingled murmurs rend the skies. 
Acestes runs with eager haste, to raise 
The fallen companion of his youthful days. 
Dauntless he rose, and to the fight returned ; 
With shame his glowing cheeks, his eyes with fury 
bum'd. 




Disdain and conscious virtue fired his breast, 
And with redoubled force his foe he pressed. 
He lays on load with either hand, amain, 
And headlong drives the Trojan o'er the plain ; 
Nor stops, nor stays ; nor rest nor breath allows ; 
But storms of strokes descend about his brows, 
A rattling tempest, and a hail of blows. 
But now the prince, who saw the wild increase 1 
Of wounds, commands the combatants to cease, > 
And bounds Entellus' wrath, and bids the peace. ) 
First to the Trojan, spent with toil, he came. 
And soothed his sorrow for the suffered shame. 
** What fury seized my friend ? The Gods," said he, 
** To him propitious, and averse to thee. 
Have given his arm superior force to thine. 
'Tis madness to contend with strength divine." 
The ffauntlet-fight thus ended, from the shore 
His &thful friends unhappy Dares bore : 
His mouth and nostrils pour'd a purple flood, 
And pounded teeth came rushing with his blood. 
Faintly he stagger'd through the hissing throng. 
And hung his head, and trail'd his legs alonff. 
The sword and casque are carried by his tram ; 
But with his foe the palm and ox remain. 

The champion, then, before iEneas came. 
Proud of his prize, but prouder of his fame: 
** O goddess-born, and you, Dardanian host, 
Mark with attention, and forgive my boast ; 
Learn what I was, by what remains ; and know. 
From what impending fate you saved my foe." 
Sternly he spoke, and then confronts4he bull ; 1 
And, on his ample forehead aiming full, > 

The deadly stroke, descending, pierced jthe skull. ) 
Down drops the beast, nor needs a second wound. 
But sprawls in pangs of death, and spurns the 
ground. 
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Then, tbus :— -"^ In Dates* stead I cBkr tkiiw 
Eryx ! accept a nobler sacrifice : 
Take the last gift my withered arms can yield : 
The gauntlets I resign, and here renounce tbt Held.^ 

This done, ^neas orders, tor the dose, 
The strife of archers, with contending bows* 
Tlie mast, Sergestus* shattered gi^ley Mre# 
With his own hands he raises on the shore. 
A fluttering dove upon the top they tie, 
The living mark at which their arrows fly. 
The rival archers in a line advance. 
Their turn of shooting to receive from chtnee. 
A helmet holds their names : the lots are drvwn } 
On the first scroll was read Hippocoon : 
The people shout. Upon the next was found 
Young Mnestheus, late with naval honours crowned. 
The third contained Eurytion's noble name# 
Thv brother, Fandarus, and next in fame, 
Whom Pallas urged the treaty to confound 
And send among the Greeks a feathered wound 
Acestes, in the bottom, last remain*d^ 
Whom not his age from youthful sports restrained. 
Soon all with vigour bena their trusty bows, 
And from the quiver each his arrow chose. 
Hippocoon's was the first : with forceful sway 
It flew, and, whizsdng, cut the liquid way. 
Fix'd in the mast the feather'd weapon stands : 
The fearful pigeon flutters in her baqds, 
And the tree trembled, and the shouting cries 
Of the pleased people rend the vaulted skies« 
Then Mnestheus to the head his arrow drove, 
With lifted eyes, and took his aim above, 
But made a glancing shot, and miss'd the dove; 
Yet miss'd so narrow, that he cut the cord. 
Which fastened, by the foot, the flitting bird. 
The captive thus released, away she flies, 
And beats, with clapping wings, the yielding skies. 




His bow abeady bent» Eurytian stood t 
And, having first invoked his brother god. 
His winged shaft with eager haste he sped. 
The fatal message reached her as she fled : 
She leaves her Me aloft ; she strikes the grodnd, 
And renders back the weapon in the wound* 
Acestes, grudging at his lot, remains^ 
Without a prize to gratify his pains^ 
Yet, shooting upward, sends his shafts to show 
An archer's art, and boast his twanging bow. 
The feather'd arrow gave a dire poi'tent. 
And latter augurs judge from this event 
Chafed by the speed, it fired ; and, as it flew, 
A trail of following flames ascending dtew : 
Kindling they mount, and mark the shiny way 
Across the skies as falling meteors play. 
And vanish into wind, or in a blaze decay. 
The Trojans and Sicilians wildly starci 
And, trembling, turn their wonder into prayer. 
The Dardan prince put on a smiling face. 
And strain'd Acestes with a close embrace ; 
Then honouring him with gifts above the rest, 
Tum'd the bad omen, nor his fears confessed. 
** The gods,'' said he, *^ this miracle have wrought, 
And ordered you the prize without the lot. 
Accept this goblet, rough with figured gold. 
Which Thracian Cisseus gave my sire of old : 
This pledge of ancient amity receive, 
Which to my second sire I justly give/' 
He said, and, with the trumpet's cheerful sounds 
Proclaim'd him victor, and with laurel crown'd* 
Nor good Eurytion envied him the prize, 
Though he transfix'd the pigeon in the skies. 
Who cut the line, with second gifts was graced ; 
The third was his, whose arrow pierced the mast. 
The chief, before the games were wholly done, 
Call'd Feriphantes, tutor to his son. 
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And whispered thus : — '' With speed Aicaniut find; 

And, if his childish troop be ready join'd, 

On horseback let him grace his grandsire^s day. 

And lead his equals arm'd in just array."* 

He said ; and, calling out, the cirque he dears. 

The crowd withdrawn, an open plain appears* 

And now the noble youths, of form divine, ^ 

Advance before their fathers, in a line : ( 

The riders grace the steeds ; the steeds with glory^ 

shine. j 

Thus marching on in military pride, 
Shouts of applause resound from side to side. 
Their casques adom'd with laurel wreathsthey wear. 
Each brandishing aloft a cornel spear. 
Some at their backs their gilded quivers bore ; 
Their chains of burnish*d gold hung down before. 
Three graceful troops they form'd upon the green; ^ 
Three graceful leaaers at their head were seen ; / 
Twelve followed every chief, and left a space be^fc 

tween. ^ 

The first young Priam led — a lively boy. 
Whose grandsire was the unhappy king of Troy ; 
(His race in after-times was known to fame, "i 
New honours adding to the Latian name,) V 

And well the royal boy his Thracian steed became. ) 
White were the fetlocks of his feet before. 
And on his fi'ont a snowy star he bore. 
Then beauteous Atys, with lUlus bred. 
Of eaual age, the second sauadron led. 
The fast in order, but the nrst in place,* 
First in the lovely features of his face, 



* Dr Csrey readi graces but Dryden here uies place, for 
eminence of rank. Ascanius wai the last in order^ but tlie first in 
dignity; thii, by the way, is an Ovidian point superinduced upon 
the simplicity of Virgil : 

Extremutf /ormaque ante omna pulcJiery Iulut» 
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Rode fidr Ascaniud on a fiery steed. 
Queen Dido's gift, and of the Tynan breed. 
Sure coursers for the rest the king ordains, 
With golden bits adorn'd, and purple reins. 

The pleased spectators peals of snouts renew. 
And all the parents in the children view ; 
Their make, their motions, and their sprightly grace. 
And hopes and fears alternate in their &ce. 

The unfledged commanders, and their martial train, 
First make the circuit of the sandy plain 
Around their sires, and, at the appointed sign. 
Drawn up in beauteous order, form a line. 
The second signal sounds, the troop divides 
In three distinguished parts, with three distinguished 

guides. 
Again they close, and once again disjoin : 
In troop to troop opposed, and line to line. 
They meet; they wheel ; they throw their darts afar. 
With harmless rage, and well- dissembled war. 
Then in a round the mingled bodies run : 
Flying they follow, and pursuing shun ; 
Broken, they break ; and, rallying, they renew 
In other forms the military shew. 
At last, in order undiscern'd they join. 
And march together in a friendly line. 
And, as the Cretan labyrinth of old. 
With wandering ways, and many a winding fold. 
Involved the weary feet, without redress. 
In a round error, which denied recess ; 
So fought the Trojan boys in warlike play, 
Tum'd and return'd, and still a different way. 
Thus dolphins, in the deep, each other chase 
In circles, when they swim around the watery race. 
This eame, these carousals, Ascanius taught ; 
And, Duildin^ Alba, to the Latins brought, 
Shew'd what ne learn'd : the I^atin sires impart 
To their succeeding sons the graceful art : 
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From these imperial Rome received ike game. 
Which Troy, the youths theTrojantroop, they noma 
Thus far the sacred sports they celebrate t 
But Fortune soon resumed her ancient hate ; 
For, while they pay the dead his annual duei^ 
Those envied rites Saturnian Juno views ; 
And sends the goddess of the various bow# 
To try new methods of revenge below ; 
Supplies the winds to wing her airy way^ 
Wnere in the4)ort secure the navy lay. 
Swiftly fair Iris down her arch descendsi 
And, undiseem'd, h^ fatal voyage ends. 
She saw the gathering crowd ; and, gliding thefioe^ 
The desert shore, and fleet without defence* 
The Trojan matrons, on the sands alone. 
With sighs and tears Anchises^ death bemoan t 
Then, turning to the sea their weeping eyes. 
Their pity to themselves renews their cries. 
" Alas !*' said one, ** what oceans yet remain 
For us to sail ! what labours to sustain !" 
All take the word, and, with a general groan^ 
Implore the gods for peace, and places oftheir own. 
The goddess, great in mischief, views their pains. 
And iri a woman^s form her heavenly limbs restrains, 
tn face and shape, old Bero^ she became, 
Doryclus* wife, a venerable dame, 
Once bless'd with riches, and a mother's name. 
Thus changed, amidst the crying crowd she ran, 
Mix'd with the matrons, and these words bc^n :-~ 
" O wretched we ! whom not the Grecian power. 
Nor flames, destroyed, in Troy's unhappy hour ! 
O wretched we ! reserved by cruel Fate, 
Beyond the ruins of the sinking state ! 
Now seven revolving years are wholly run. 
Since this improsperous voyage we begun ; 
Since, tossed from shores to shores, from lands to 

lands. 
Inhospitable rocks and barren sands. 



Wandering in exile, through the stormy Mfa# 
We tetrch in vain for flying Italy. 
Now cast by Fortune on this kindred land, 1 
What should our rest and rising walls withstand, > 
Or hinder here to &x our banish'd band ? > 

O country lost, and eods r^eem'd in Vain, 
If stUl in endless exile we remain ! 
Shall we no more the Trojan walls renew, 
Or streams of some dissembled Simois view ? 
Haste ! join with me ! the unhappy fleet consume ! 
Cassandra bids ; and I declare her doom^ 
In sleep I saw her ; she supplied my hands 
(For this I more than dreamt) with flaming brands : 
* With these/ said she, * these wandering ships 

destroy : 
These are your fatal seats, and this your Troy/ 
Time calls you now ; the precious hour employ : 
Slack not the good presage, while heaven inspires 
Our minds to dare, and gives the ready fires. 
See ! Neptune^s altars minister their brands : 
The god is pleased ; the god supplies our hands.*' 
Then, from the pile, a flaming nr she drew. 
And, toss'd in air, amidst the galleys threw. 
Rapt in amaze, the matrons wildly stare : 
Then Pyrgo^ reverenced for her hoary hair^ 
Pyrgo, th(B nurse of Priam^s numerous race, 
** No Bero3 this^ though she belies her face ( 
What terrors from her frowning front arise \ 
Behold a goddess in her ardent eyes ! 
What rays around her heavenly face are seen f 
Mark her majestic voice, and more than mortal mienf 
BeroS but now I left, whom, pined with pain, 
Her age and anguish from these rites detain/' 
She said. The matrons, seized with new amaze^ 
Roll their malignant eyes, and on the navy gaze# 
They fear, and nope, and neither part obey : 
They hope the fated land, but fear the fatal way. 
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The goddess^ having done her task below^ 
Mounts up on equcu wings, and bends her painted 

DOW. 

Struck with the sight, and seized with rage divine, 
The matrons prosecute their mad design : 
They shriek aloud; they snatch, with impioi^ hands. 
The food of altars ; firs and flaming brands. 
Green boughs and saplings, mingled in their haste. 
And smoking torches, on the ships they cast. 
The flame, unstopp'd at first, more fury gains. 
And Vulcan rides at large with loosen'd reins : 
Triumphant to the painted stems he soars. 
And seizes, in his way, the banks and crackling oars. 
Eumelus was the first, the news to bear. 
While yet they crowd the rural theatre. 
Then, what they hear, is witnessed by their eyes : 
A storm of sparkles, and of flames, arise. 
Ascanius took the alarm, while yet he led 
His early warriors on his prancing steed, 
And, spurring on, his equals soon o'erpass*d ; 
Nor could his frighted friends reclaim his hasteJ 
Soon as the royal youth appear'd in view, 
He sent his voice before him as he flew :— 
*^ What madness moves you, matrons ! to destroy 
The last remainders of unhappy Troy ? 
Not hostile fleets, but your own hopes, you bum, 
And on your friends your fatal fury turn. 
Behold your own Ascanius !" — While he said. 
He drew his glittering helmet from his head. 
In which the youths to sportful arms he led. 
By this, MneM and his train appear ; 
And now the women, seized with shame and fear, 
Dispersed, to woods and caverns take their flighty 
Abhor their actions, and avoid the light ; 
Their friends acknowledge, and their error find. 
And shake the goddess from their alter'd mind. 

Not so the raging fires their fury cease. 
But, lurking in the seams, with seeming peace. 
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Work on their way amid the smouldering tow. 
Sure in destruction^ but in motion slow. 
The silent plague through the green timber eats> 
And vomits out a tardy flame by fits. 
Down to the keels, and upward to the sails, 
The fire descends, or mounts, bi^t still prevails ; 
Nor buckets pour'd, nor strength of human hand, 
Can the victorious element withstand. 

The pious hero rends his robe, and throws 
To heaven his hands, and, with his hands, his vows.*- 
** O Jove ! (he cried,) if prayers can yet have place ; 
If thou abhorr'st not all the Dardan race ; 
If any spark of pity still remain ; 
If gods are gods, and not invoked in vain ; 
Yet spare the reliques of the Trojan train ! 
Yet from the flames our burning vessels free ! 
Or let thy fury fall alone on me. 
At tbis devoted head thy thunder throw. 
And send the willing sacrifice below." 

Scarce had he said, when southern storms arise : 
From pole to pole the forky lightning flies ; 
Loud rattling shakes the mountains and the plain ; 
Heaven bellies downward, and descends in rain. 
Whole sheets of water from the clouds are sent. 
Which, hissing through the planks, the flames pre- 
vent. 
And stop the fiery pest. Four ships alone 
Bum to the waist, and for the fleet atone. 

But doubtful thoughts the hero's heart divide, 
If he should still in Sicily reside. 
Forgetful of his fates,— -or tempt the main, 
In hope the promised Italy to gain. 
Then Nautes, old and wise, to whom alone 
The will of heaven by Pallas was foreshown ; 
Versed in portents, experienced, and inspired 
To tell events, and what the fates requii^ed— « 
Thu8» while he stood, to neither part inclined, 
With cheerful words relieved his labouring mind :— 



And forced MneaBp when his ships were losty 
To leave his fbllowera on a foreign coast 
For what remains^ your godheaa I implore^ 
And trust my son to your protecting power. 
If neither Jove*s nor Fitte's decree withstand^ 
Secure his passage to the Latian land/' 

Then thus the mighty Ruler of the Main :•— 
••What may not Venus hope from Neptune's reign ? 
My kingdom claims your birth ; my late defenee 
Of your endangered fleet may claim your confidence* 
Nor less bv land than sea my deeds declare^ 
How much your loved ^neas is my care^ 
Thee, Xanthus ! and thee, Simois ! I attest — 
Your Trojan troops when proud Achilles press'd, 
And drove before him headlong on the plain, 
And dash'd against the walls the trembling train ; 
When floods were fili'd with bodies of the slain ; 
When crimson Xanthus, doubtful of his way, 
Stood up on ridges to behold the sea, 
New heaps cametumbling in, and^^hokedhis way ;}- 
When your Mneas fought, but fought with odds 
Of force unequal, and unequal gods ; 
I spread a cloud before the victor*s sight, 
Sustain'd the vannuish'd, and secured his flight— 
Bven then secured him, when I soughb with joy 
The vow'd destruction of ungrateful Troy. 
My wiirs the same : fair goddess ! fbar no more^ 
Your fleet shall safely gain the> Latian shore ; 
Their lives; are given ; one destined head aidne- 
Shall perish, and for multitudes atone." 
Tliuft naving arm'd with hopes her anxious mind. 
His finny team Saturnian Neptune join'd, 
Then adds the foamy bridle to their jaws, 
And to the loosen'd reins permits the laws. 
High on the waves his azure car he guides ; 1 
Its axles thunder, and tbesea subsides, >i 

And the smooth ooeam roUs her silent tides^ > 
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The tempests fly before their father's &oe. 
Trains oi inferior gods his triumph grace^ 
And monster whales before their master play. 
And choirs of Tritons crowd the watery way. 
The marshall'd powers in equal troops divide 
To right and left ; the gods his better side 
Inclose; and, on the worse, the Nymphs and 
Nereids ride. 
Now smiling hope, with sweet vicissitude. 
Within the hero's mind his joys renewed. 
He calls to raise the masts, the sheets display ; 
The cheerful crew with diligence obey ; 
They scud before the wind, and sail in open sea. 
A-head of all the master- pilot steers ; 
And, as he leads, the following navy veers. 
The st€«ds of Night had travelled half the sky. 
The drowsy rowers on their benches lie, 
When the soft God of Sleep, with, easy flight. 
Descends, and draws behind a trail of light. 
Thou, Falinurus, art his destined prey ; 
To thee alone he takes bis fatal way. 
Dire dreams to thee, and iron sleep, he bears ; 
And, lighting on thy prow, the form of Fhorbas 

wears. 
Then thus the traitor god began his tale :-— i 
** The winds, my friend, inspire a pleasing gale ; >- 
The ships, without thy care, securely sail. ) 

Now steal an hour of sweet repose ; and I 
Will take the rudder, and thy room supply." 
To whom the yawning pilot, half asleep :— 
** Mt dost thou bid to trust the treacherous deep. 
The harlot-smiles of her dissembling face. 
And to her faith commit the Trojan race ? 
Shall I believe the Siren South again. 
And, od betray'd, not know the monster main ?" 
He said : his fastened hands the rudder keep. 
And, fix'd on heaven, his ^es repd invading, sleep. 
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The god was wroth, and at his temples threw 
A branch in Lethe dipped, and drunk with Stygian 

dew: 
The pilot, vanquished by the power divine, 
Soon closed his swimming eyes, and lay supine. 
Scarce were his limbs extended at their length. 
The god, insulting with superior strength, 
Fell heavy on him, plunged him in the sea. 
And, with the stern, the rudder tore away. 
Headlong he fell, and, struggling in the main, 
Cried out for helping hands, but cried in vain. 
The victor Daemon mounts obscure in air, 
While the ship sails without the pilot's care. 
On Neptune*s faith the floating fleet relies ; 
But what the man forsook, the god supplies. 
And, o'er the dangerous deep, secure the navyfliei 
Glides by the Sirens' cliffs, a shelfy coast, 
Lonff infamous for ships and sailors lost, 
Andwhite with bones. The impetuous ocean roars. 
And rocks rebellow from the sounding shores. 
The watchful hero felt the knocks ; and found 
The tossing vessel sail'd on shoaly ground. 
Sure of his pilot's loss, he takes himself 
The helm, and steers aloof, and shuns the shelf. 
Inly he grieved, and, groaning from the breast; 
Deplored his death ; and thus his pain express'd :— 
'' For faith reposed on seas, and on the flattering sky. 
Thy naked corpse is doom'd on shores unknown^ to 

lie." 
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The SU^fartUUi JEneat the adoetUurei be sheuU meet fekk k 
Jtaltf. She attends him to hell; describing io him the various 
scenes of that place, and conducting him to Ms Jather AnchissSf 
who instructs him in those suUime mysteries of the soul of the 
rvortdt and the transmigration ; and snems him that glarious race 
of heroeSf which was to descend from him and 



« 

EEe saidy and wept ; then spread bit sails before^ 
The windsi and reaoh'd at length the Cuman \ 

sbore: I 

Their anchors drc^'d* his erew the vessels moor. ^ 
They turn their h^uis to sea, their sterna to laodt 
And greet with greedy joy the Italian i^trand. 
Some strike from clashing flints their fiery seed ; 
Some gather sticks, the kindled flames to feed. 
Or search for hollow trees, and fell the woods. 
Or trace through valleys the discovered floods* 
Thus while their several charges they fulfil, 
The pious prince ascends the sacred hill 
Where Phoebus is adored ; and seeks the shade, 

hides from sight his venerable maid. 



Deep in a cave the Sibyl makes abode ; 
Thence full of Fate returns, and of the god. 
Through Trivia's ffrovethey walk ; and nowbehold^ 
And enter now, the temple rooPd with gold. 
When Deedalus, to fly the Cretan shore, 
His heavy limbs on jointed pinions bore, 
(The first who sail'd in air,) 'tis sung by Fame, 
To the Cumasan coast at length he came. 
And, here alip^hting, built this costly frame. 
Inscribed to Phoebus, here he hung on high 
The steerage of his wings, that cut the sky : 
Then, o'er the lofty gate, his art emboss'd 
Androgeos' death, and (offerings to his ghost) 
Seven youths from Athens yearly sent, to meet 
The fate appointed by revengeful Crete, 
And next to these the dreadful urn was placed. 
In which the destined names by lots were cast : 
The mournful parents stand around in tears. 
And rising Crete against their shore appears. 
There too, in living sculpture, might be seen 
The mad affection of the Cretan queen ; 
Then how she cheats her bellowing lover's eye ; 
The rushing leap, the doubtful progeny — 
The lower part a beast, a man above — 
The monument of their polluted love. 
Nor far from thence he graved the wond'rous maze, 
A thousand doors, a thousand winding ways : 
Here dwells the monster, hid from human view, 
Not to be found, but by the faithful clue ; 
Till the kind artist, moved with pious grief, 
Lent to the loving maid this last relief, 
And all those erring paths described so well. 
That Theseus conquer'd, and the monster fell. 
Here hapless Icarus had found his part. 
Had not the father's grief restrain'd his art. 
He twice essay'd to cast his son in oold ; 
Twice from bis bands he dropp'd tberorming mould. 
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All this with wondering eyes ^neas view'd : 
Each varying object his delight renew'd. 

Eager to read the rest Achates came. 

And by his side the mad divining dame, 

The priestess of the god, Deiphobe her name. 

•* Time suffers not,** she said, " to feed your eyes 

With empty pleasures ; haste the sacrifice. 

Seven bullocks, yet unyoked, for Phoebus chuse. 

And for Diana seven unspotted ewes." 

This said, the servants urge the sacred rites. 

While to the temple she the prince invites. 

A spacious cave, within its farmost part. 

Was hew'd and fashion'd by laborious art. 

Through the hill's hollow sides : before the place, 

A hundred doors a hundred entries grace : 

As jnanv voices issue, and the sound 

Of Sibyl's words as many times rebound. 

Now to the mouth they come. Aloud she cries^*— 

•* This is the time ! inquire your destinies ! 

He comes ! behold the god !" Thus while she said, 

(And shivering at the sacred entry staid,) 

Her colour changed ; her face was not the same. 

And hollow groans from her deep spirit came. 

Her hair stood up ; convulsive rage possess'd 

Her trembling limbs, and heaved her labouring 

breast. 
Greater than human kind she seem'd to look. 
And, with an accent more than mortal, spoke. 
Her staring eyes with sparkling fury roll. 
When all the god came rushing on her souL 
Swiftly she turiVd, and, foaming as she spoke,— 
*• Why this delay ?" she cried — ** the powers invoke. 
Thy prayers alone can open this abode ; 
Else vain are my demands, and dumb the god." 
She said no more. The trembling Trojans hear, 
O'er-spread with a damp sweat, and holy fear. 
The prince himself, with awful dread possess'd. 
His vows to great Apollo thus address'd : — 
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" Indulgent god ! propitious power to Troy, 
Swift to relieve, unwilling to destroy ! 
Directed by whose hand, the Dardan dart 
Pierced the proud Grecian's only mortal part ! 
Thus far, by Fate's decrees and thy commands. 
Through ambient seas and through devouring sands. 
Our exiled crew has soujfjht the Ausonian ground ; 
And now, at length, the flying coast is found. 
Thus fer the fate of Troy, from nlace to place. 
With fury has pursued her wanaering race. 
Here cease, ye powers, and let your vengeance end y 
Troy is no more, and can no more offend. 
And thou, O sacred maid, inspired to see 
The event of things in dark futurity ! 
Give me, what heaven has promised to my fkte. 
To conquer and command the Latian state ; 
To fix my wandering gods, and find a place 
For the long exiles of the Trojan race. 
Then shall my grateful hands a temple rear 
To the twin gods, with vows and solemn prayer ; 
And annual rites, and festivals, and games. 
Shall be performed to their auspicious names. 
Nor shalt thou want thy honours in my land ; 
For there thy faithful oracles shall stand, ^ 
Preserved in shrines ; and every sacred lay. 
Which, bv thy mouth, Apollo shall convey— 
All shall be treasured by a chosen train 
Of holy priests, and ever shall remain. 
But, on ! commit not thy prophetic mind 
To flitting leaves, the sport of^ every wind, 
Lest they disperse in air our empty fate ; 
Write not, but, what the powers ordain, relate." 

Struggling in vain, impatient of her load. 
And labouring underneath the ponderous god, 
The more she strove to sbake him from her breast. 
With more and far superior force he pressed ; 



Coinmaods his entrancei aad, without im»troul^ 
Usurps her orfffuns, and inspires her soufl. 
Now, wii^h A rarioua blasts the hundred doors 
Ope of themselves ; a rushing wbif Iwind ardars 
Witbin the eave^ and (Sit^l's voioe restores :•-* 
*^ Sficaped the dangers of the watery reign, 
Yet more and greater iUs by land renaaiti. 
l^he coast, so l^ig desired, (nor doubt the event,) 
Thy troops shall reach, but, having reach'd, repent 
Wars, horrid wars, I view— a field of blood. 
And Tyber rolling with a purple flood. 
Simois nor Xanthus shall be wanting there : 
A new Achilles shall in arms appear. 
And he, too, ^ddess*born. Fierce Juno's hate. 
Added to hostile force, ^all urge thy fate. 
To what strange nations shalt not thou resort. 
Driven to solicit aid at every court ! 
The cause the same which Ilium once oppress'd*-* 
A foreign mirtress, and a foreign guest. 
But thou, secure of soul, unbent with woes, 
The more thy fortune frowns, the more oppose. 
The dawnings of thy safety shall be shown, 
Fronij whence thou least shall hope, a Grecian town."" 

Thus, from the dark recess, the Sibvl spoke, 
And the resisting air the thunder broke ; 
The £ave rebellow'd, and the temple shodc. 
The ambiguous god, who ruled her labouring. 

breast, I 

In these mystmous words his mind expressed ; | 
Some truths reveaPd^ in terms involved the rest.-' 
At length her fury fell, her foaming ceased. 
And, ebbing in her soul, the god decreased. 
Then thus the chief:—" No terror to my view. 
No frightful face of danger, can be new. 
Inured to suffer, and resolved to dare. 
The Fates, without my power, shall be without my 

care. ' 




This let me cnive—einoe near your grore the road ^ 
To hell lies open, avid the dark abode» > 

Which Acheron surrounds, theiiitiavi'^ableflood*-*^ 
Conduct me through the regions void of lights 
And lead me longing to my fatber*8 sight. 
For him, a thousand danf^ers I have sought, 1 
And| rushing where the thickest Grecianstbught, > 
Safe on my back the sacred burden brought. ) 
He, for my sake, the raging ocean tried. 
And wrath of heaven, (my still auspicious guide,) 
And bore, beyond the strength decrepit age sup* 

plied. 

Oft, since he breathed his last, in dead of night, 
Hit reverend image stood bofbi^e my sight ; 
£r\join*d to seek, below, his holy shade — 
Conducted there by your unerring aid. 
But you, if pious minds by prayers are won, 
Oblige the father, and protect the son. 
Yours is the power ; nor Proserpine in vain 
Has made you priestess of her nightly reign. 
If Orpheus, arm'd with his enchanting lyre, 
Hie ruthless king with pity could inspire. 
And from the shades below redeem his wife ; 
If Pollux, oficring his alternate life, 
Could free his brother, and can daily go 
By turns alotlt, by turns descend below ;-» 
why name 1 Theseus, or his greater friend. 
Who trod the downward path, and upward could 

ascend? 
Not less than theirs, from Jove my lineage came $ 
My motlier greater, my descent the same.*' 
So prayed the Trojan prince, and, while he pray'd, 
His hand upon the holy altar laid. 
Then thus replied the prophetess divine : — 
*' goddess*Dorn, of great Anchises' line ! 
The gates of hell «re open night and day ; 
Smooth the descent, and easy is the way : 
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Buty to return, and view the cheerful skies— ^ 

In this the task and mighty labour lies. 

To few great Jupiter imparts this graces 

And those of shining worth, and heavenly race. 

Betwixt those regions and our upper light. 

Deep forests and impenetrable night 

Possess the middle space : the in^mal bounds 

Cocytus, with his sable waves, surrounds. 

But, if so dire a love your soul invades. 

As twice below to view the trembling shades ; 

If you so hard a toil will undertake. 

As twice to pass the innavigable lake ; 

Receive my counsel. In the neighbouring grove 

There stands a tree ; the queen of Stygian Jove 

Claims it her own ; thick woods and gloomy night 

Conceal the happy plant from human sight. 

One bough it bears ; but (wondrous to behold !) 

The ductile rind and leaves of radiant gold : 

This from the vulgar branches must be torn. 

And to fair Proserpine the present borne. 

Ere leave be given to tempt the nether skies. 

The first thus rent, a second will arise. 

And the same metal the same room supplies. 

Look round the wood, with lifted eyes, to see 

The lurking gold upon the fatal tree : 

Then rend it off, as holy rites command ; 

The willing metal will obey thy hand. 

Following with ease, if, favour'd by thy fate. 

Thou art foredoom'd to view the Stygian state : 

If not, no labour can the tree constrain ; 

And strength of stubborn arms, and steel, are vain. 

Besides, you know not, while you here attend. 

The unworthy fate of your unhappy friend : 

Breathless he lies ; and his unburied ghost. 

Deprived of funeral rites, pollutes your host. 

Pay first his pious dues ; and, for the dead. 

Two sable sheep around his hearse be led ; 
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Th«n» Uving titffis upon his body lay : 

This done, securely take the destined way, 

To find the regions destitute of day.*' 

She said, and held her peace. — iCneas went 

Sad from the cave, and full of discontent. 

Unknowing whom the sacred Sibyl meant. 

Achates, the companion of his breast, 

Goes grieving by his side, with eaual cares oppressed. 

Walking, they talk'd, and fruitlessly divined, 

What friend the priestess by those \^ords design'd. 

But soon they found an object to deplore : 

Misenus lay extended on the shore — 

Son of the god of winds : — none so renown*d, 

The warrior- trumpet in the field to sound. 

With breathing brass to kindle fierce alarms. 

And rouse to dare their fate in honourable arms. 

He served ^reat Hector, and was ever near. 

Not with his trumpet only, but his swear. 

But, by Pelides' arms when Hector fell. 

He chose ^neas ; and he chose as well. 

Swoln with applause, and aiming still at more, 

He liow provokes the sea-gods m)m the shore. 

With envy, Triton heard the martial sound. 

And the bold champion, for his challenge, drowned ; 

Then cast his mangled carcase on the strand : — 

The gazing crowd around the body stand. 

All weep ; but most jS^Lneas mourns his fate, 

And hastens to perform the funeral state. 

In altar- wise, a stately pile they rear ; 

The basis broad below, and top advanced in air. 

An ancient wood, fit for the work design'd, 

(The shady covert of the savage kind,) 

The Trojans found : the sounding axe is plied ; 

Firs, pines, and nitcli-trees, and the towering pride 

Of forest ashes, feel the fatal stroke. 

And piercing wedges cleave the stubborn oak.- 
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Huge trunks of trees, fell*d from the steeps crami 
Of the bare mountains, roll with ruin down. 
Arm'd like the rest the Trojan prince appears^ 
And, by his pious labour, urges theirs* 
Thus while he wrought, revolving in his mind 
The ways to compass what his wish designed. 
He cast his eyes upon the gloomy grove, 
And then with vows implored the Queen (^ix>ve >-' 
** O ! may thy power, propitious still to me. 
Conduct my steps to find the fatal tree. 
In this deep forest \ since the SibyVs breath 
Foretold, alas ! too true, Misenus' death.** 
Scarce had he said, when, full before his sights \ 
Two doves, descending from their airy ffigbt, > 
Secure upon the grassy plain alight. ) 

He knew his mother's birds ; and thus be pray'd^* 
" Be you my guides, with your auspicious aid. 
And lead my footsteps, till the branch be found. 
Whose glittering shadow gilds the sacred ground. 
And thou, great parent ! with celestial care. 
In this distress, be present to my prayer.** 
Thus having said, he stopp'd, with watchful sight, 
Observing still the motions of their flight. 
What course they took, what happy signs they 

shew. 
They fed, and, fluttering, by degrees withdrew 
Still farther from the place, but still in view : 
Hopping and flying thus, they led him on '^ - 
To the slow lake, whose baleful stench to sbuiiy 
They wing'd their flight aloft, then, stooping low, 
Perch'd on the double tree, that bears tte golden 

bough. 
Through the green leaves the glittering shadows 

glow ; 
As, on the sacred oak, the wintry misletoe, 
Whare the proud mother views her predUms brood ; 
And happier branches, which she never sow'd. 

11 
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Deep was the cave; and, downward as it went 
From the wide mouth, a rocky rough desoent ; 
And here the access a gloomy grove defends. 
And here the innavigable lake extends, 
O'er whose unhappy waters, void of light. 
No bird presumes to steer his airy flight ; 
Such deadly stenches from the depth arise, 
And steaming sulphur, that infects the skies. 
From hence the Grecian bards their legends make. 
And give the name Avemus to the lake. 
Four sable bullocks, in the yoke untaught. 
For sacrifice the pious hero brought. 
The priestess pours the wine betwixt their horns ; 
Then cuts the curling hair ; that first oblation bumi, 
Invoking Hecat hither to repair— 
A powemil name in hell ana upper air. 
The sacred priests, with ready knives, bereave 
The beasts of life, and in full bowls receive 
The streaming blood : a lamb to Hell and Night 
(The sable wool without a streak of white) 
iBneas offers j and, by Pate's decree, 
A barren heifer, Proserpine, to thee. 
With holocausts he Pluto's altar fills : 
Seven brawny bulls with his own hand he kills : 
Then, on the broiling entrails, oil he pours ; 
Which, ointed thus, the raging flame devours. 
Late the nocturnal sacrifice begun. 
Nor ended, till the next returning sun. 
Then earth began to bellow, trees to dance. 
And howling dogs in glimmering light advance^ 
Ere Hecat came. — *^ Far hence be souls prophane T 
The Sibyl cried — *^ and from the grove abstain ! 
Now, Trojan, take the way thy fates afford ; 
Asume thy courage, and unsheath thy sword.** 
She said, and passed along the gloomy space ; 
The prince pursued her steps with equal pace. ' 
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Ye reiilms, yet unreveaVd to human sight ! 
Ye gods^ who rule the regions of the night ! 
Ye gliding ghosts ! permit me to relate 
The mystic wonders of your silent state. 

Obscure they went through dreary shades, that 

led 
Along the waste dominions of the dead. 
Thus wander travellers in woods by night, 
By the moon's doubtful and malignant light, 
when Jove in dusky clouds involves the skies, 
And the faint crescent shoots by fits before their 

eyes. 
Just in the gate, and in the jaws of hell. 
Revengeful Cares and sullen Sorrows dwell. 
And pale Diseases, and repining Age, 
Want, Fear, and Famine's unresisteid rage ; 
Here Toils, and Death, and Death's haUf-brother, 

Sleep, 
(Forms terrible to view) their centry keep ; 
With anxious Pleasures of a guilty mind. 
Deep Frauds before, and open Force behind ; 
The Furies' iron beds ; and Strife, that shakes 
Her hissing tresses, and unfolds her snakes. 
Full in the midst of this infernal road. 
An elm displays her duskv arms abroad : 
The god of sleep there hides his heavy head, 
And empty dreams on cvery^leaf are spread. 
Of various forms unnumber'd spectres more, 
Centaurs, and double shapes, besiege the door. 
Before the passage horrid Hydra stands. 
And Briareus with all his hundred hands ; 
Gorgons, Ger^on, with his triple frame ; 
And vain Chimasra vomits empty flame. 
The chief unsheathed his shining steel, prepared. 
Though seized with sudden fear, to force the guard. 
Offering his brandish'd weapon at their face ; 
Had not the Sibyl stopp'd his eager pace, 
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And told him what those empty phantoms 

Forms without bodies, and impassive air. 

Hence to deep Acheron they take their way. 

Whose troubled eddies, thick with ooze and clay, 

Are whirPd aloft, and in Cocytus lost : 

There Charon stands, who rules the dreary coast— 

A sordid god : down from his hoary chin 

A length of beard descends, uncomb'd, unclean : 

His eyes, like hollow furnaces on fire ; 

A gurdle, foul with grease, binds his obscene attire. 

He spread his canvass ; with his pole he steers ; 

The freights of flitting ghosts in his thin* bottom 

bears. 
He look'd in years ; yet, in his years, were seen 
A youthful vigour, and autumnal green. 
An airy crowd came rushing where he stood, . 
Which fiird the margin of the fetal flood- 
Husbands and wives, boys and unmarried maids, 
And mighty heroes' more majestic shades. 
And youths entomb'd before their fathers' eyes. 
With hollow groans, and shrieks, and feeble cries. 
Thick as the leaves in autumn strow the woods» 
Or fowls, by winter forced, forsake the floods. 
And wing their hasty flight to happier lands-*** 
Such, and so thick, the shivering army stands. 
And press for passage with extended bands. 

Now these, now those, the surly boatman bora : 
The rest he drove to distance from the shore. 
The hero, who beheld, with wondering eyes, 
The tumult mix'd with shrieks, laments, andicriet, 
Ask'd of his guide, what the rude concoucse meant? 
Why to the shore the thronging people bent ? 
What forms of law among the ghosts were used? 
Why some were ferried o'er, and some refused ? 
t^ Son of Anchises! of&priing of the gods!" 
The Sibyl said, ** you see the Stygian floods. 
The sacred streams, which heaven's imperial ttiate 
Attests in oaths, and fears to violate. 
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The gbMti rc^teted afe the iinhapDy eeew 
Deptivtd of i0pulcbre0 and fUmral diie i 
The botttmaiii Charon ; tiioM» t^« buried hdtt^ 
He ftrries orer to the itirtber ooast ) 
Nor dares his transport vessel cross the warcM 
With stioh whose boties are not composed in gfaifH. 
A hundred years they wander on tne shore; 
At lengthy their penance done, are wafted &er.^ 
The Trojan chier his forward pace repress*d» 
BefTolTln|; anxious thoughts within his breait 
He saw bis firiends^who^ whelmed beneath the waves, 
Their funeral honours claimed, and aaVd dieir quiet 

graves. 
The lost Leucaspis in the crowd he knew, 
And the brave leader of the Lycian crew, 
Whooii on the Tyrrhene seas, the tempests met { 
The sailors mastered, and the ship overset. 
Amidst the spirits, Palinurus pressed, 
Yet fresh from life, a new-admitted guest, 
Who, while he steering viewed the stars, and bore 
His course from AfKc to the Latian shore, 
Fen headlong down. The Trojan fix*d bis view, 
And scarcely through the gloom the sullen shadow 

knew. 
Then thus the prince r— " What envious power, O 

friend! 
Brought vour loved life to this disastrous end ? 
For !rb(BDUs, ever true in all he said, 
Has, in your fate alone, my faith betrayed. 
The god foretold you should not die, before 
You reach'd, secure from seas, the Italian shore. 
Is this the ui>erring power ?**-^Tbe ghost replied : 
'' Nor Phoebue flattered, nor his answers lied ; 
Nor envious gods haye sent me to the deep : \ 
But, while the stars and course of heaven I keep, > 
My wearied eyes were seized with fatal sleeps ) 
VOL. xir. a c 
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I fell ; andf with my weight, the helm constrain'd 
Was drawn along, which yet my gripe retained. 
Now by the winds and ra^ng waves 1 swear. 
Your safety, more than mme, was then my care ; 
Lest, of the guide bereflt, the rudder lost. 
Your, ship should run against the rocky coast. 
Three blustering nigh ts, borne by the southern blast, 
I floated, and discovered land at last : . 
High on a mounting wave, my head I bore, 
Fordpg my strength, and gathering to the shore. 
Panting, but past the danger, now I seized 
The craggy cliffs, and my tired members eased* 
While, cumber'd with my dropping clothes, I lay. 
The cruel nation, covetous of prey, 
Stain'd with my blood the un hospitable coast; 
And noWf by winds and waves, my lifeless limbs are 

toss'd : 
Which, O ! avert, by yon ethereal light, 
Which I have lost for this eternal night : 
Or,. if by dearer ties you may be won. 
By your dead sire, and by your living son, . 
Redeem from this reproach my wandering ghost. 
Or with your navy seek the Velin coast. 
And in a peaceful grave my corpse compose ; 
Or, if a nearer way your mother shows, 
(Without whose aid, you durst not undertake 
This frightful passage, o'er the Stygian lake,) 
Lend to this wretch your hand, and wafb him o'er 
To the sweet banks of yon forbidden shore.** 
Scarce had he said ; the prophetess began t-^^ 
** What hopes delude thee, miserable man ? 
Think*st thou, thus unintomb*d, to cross the floods,*) 
To view the Furies and infernal gods, y 

And visit, without leave, the dark abodes ? ) 
Attend the term of long revolving years ; 
Fate, and the dooming gods, are deaf to tears.^ 

* Thii blunder I do not venture to transfer from the poet to 
the printer, with Dr Carey, who reads prayers. But Dryden's 



This comfort of thy dire misfortune take— • 
The wrath of heaven, inflicted for thy sake, 
With vengeance shall pursue the inhuman ooaat, 
Till they propitiate thy offended ghost^ ' * 
And raise a tomb, with vows and solemn prayer ; 
And Palinurus' name the place shall bear." 
This calm'd his cares ; sooth'd with his future fame, 
And pleased to hear his propagated name. 

Now nearer to the Stygian lake they draw : 
Whom, from the shore, the surly boatman saw; 
ObS(erved their passage through the shady wood, 
And mark'd their near approaches to the flood : 
Then thus he call'd aloud, inflamed with wrath :-— 
" Mortal, whatever, who this forbidden path 
In arms presum'st to tread ! I charge thee, stand, 
And tell thy name, and business in the land. 
Know, this the realm of night — the Stygian shore : 
My boat conveys no living bodies o'er ; 
Nor was I pleased great Theseus once to bear, 
(Who forced a passage with his pointed spear,) 
Nor strong Alcides — men of mighty fame, 
And from the immortal gods their lineage came. 
In fetters one the barking porter tied, j 

And took him tremblingfrom his sovereign's side: > 
Two sought by force to seize his beauteous bride." S 
To whom the Sibyl thus : — ** Compose thy mind ; 
Nor frauds are here contrived, nor force designed. 
Still may the dog the wandering troops constrain '\ 
Of airy ghosts, and vex the guilty train, V 

And with her grisly lord his lovely queen remain, i 
The Trojan chief, whose lineage is from Jove, 
Much famed for arms, and more for filial love, 
Is sent to seek his sire in your Elysian grove 

rhymei are in general exceedingly accurate ; and many of the 
examples to the contrary, quoted by Dr Carey, only leem less so 
to us, by the fluctuation oi the mode of pronouncing. I strongly 
believe, for Isxample, that the Mrord sea was formerly pronounced 
somewhat like sat/ ; for all the poets, down to Pope inclusive^ 
make it rhjrme to way, array % &c. 
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If neither piety » nor heaven's command* 
Can gain bit paisage to the Stygian stnuidt 
This fiytal preeent shall preyail* at leaif*-— 
Then shew'd the shining bough, oonceal'd witkui 

her vest 
No more was needful : for the gloomy god . 
Stood mute with awe, to see the golden rod \ 
Admired the destined offering tonis queen* » 
A venerable gift, so rarely seen. 
His fury thus appeased, he puts to land ; 
The ghosts forsake their seats at his oommand : 
He &tm the deck, receives the mighty fireigfat ; 
The leaky vessel groans beneath the weight. 
Slowly she* suls^ and scarcely stems the tides ; 
The pressing water pours within her sides. 
His passengers at length are wafted o'er. 
Exposed, in muddy weeds, upon the miiy shore* 
No sooner landed, in his den they found 
The triple porter of the Stygian sound, 
Grim Cerberus, who soon b^zan to rear 
His crested snakes, and arm'dhis bristling hair. 
The prudent Sibyl bad before prepared 
A sop, in honey steep'd, to ch^m the guard ; 
Which, mix*d with powerful drugs, she cast before 
His greedy grinning jaws, just oped to roar* 
With three enormous mouths he gapes ; and straight, 
With hunger press'd, devours the pleasing bait 
Long draughts of sleep his monstrous limbs enslave; 
He reels, and, falling, fills the spacious cave* 
The keeper cluurm'a, the chief without delay 
Pass'd on, and took the irremeable way* 
Before the gates, the cries of babes new Ixum, 
Whom Fate had from their tender mothers torn, 
Assault his ears : then those, whom form of laws . 
CcMidemn'd to die, when traitors judged their cause. 
Nor want thev lots, nor judges to review 
The wrongful sentence, and award a new. 

* Early editionf^ he. 



Mino8» the strict inquisitor^ appears ; 
And livei and crimes, with his assessors, hears. 
Round, in his urn, the blended balls he rolls. 
Absolves the just, and dooms the guilty soulst 
The next, in place and punishment, are they 
Who prodigally throw their souls away--^^ 
Fools, who, repining at their wretched state, 
And loathing anxious life, subom'd their fate. 
With late repentance, now they would retrieve 
The bodies tnev forsook, and wish to live ; 
Their pains and poverty desire to bear, 
Toviewthe li^ht of beaten, and breathe thevitalair : 
But fate forbids ; the Stygian floods oppose^ 
And, with nine circling streams, the captive souls 
inclose. 
Not far from thence, the Mournful Fields appear, 
So called from lovers that inhabit tliere. 



The souls, whom that unhappy flame invades» 
In secret solitude and myrtle shades 
Make endless moans, and, pining with desire, 
Lament too late their unextinguished fire. 
Here Procris, Eriphyle here he found 
Baring her breast, yet bleeding with the wound 
Made by her son. He saw PasiphaS there. 
With Ph£edra*s ghost, a foul incestuous pair. 
There Laodamia, with Evadne, moves--^ 
Unhappy both, but loyal in their loves ; 
Caeneus, a woman once, and once a man. 
But ending in the sex she first began. 
Not fitr from these Phosnician Dido stood, 
Fresh from her wound, her bosom bathed in Mood ; 
Whom when the Trojan hero hardly knew. 
Obscure in shades, and with a doubtful view, 
(Doubtful as he who sees, through dusky night, 
Or thinks he sees, the moon's uncertain light,) 
With tears he first approach*d the sullen shade ; 
And, as his love inspired him, thus he said ;— - 

•* Note I. 
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'^ Unhappy queen ! then is the common breath ' 
Of rumour true, in your reported death. 
And I, alas ! the cause ? — ^By heaven, I vow, 
And all the powers that rule the realms below. 
Unwilling I forsook your friendly state, . 
Commanded by the gods, and forced by fate-^ 
Those gods, that Fate, whose unresisted might 1 
Have sent me to these regions void of light v 
Through the vast empire of eternal night. ) 

Nor d^ed I to presume, that, pressed with grief^ 
My flight should urge you to this dire relie£ 
Stay, stav your steps, and listen to my vows ! 
'Tis the fast interview that Fate allows !•* 
In vain he thus attempts her mind to move 
With tears and prayers, and late-repenting love. 
Disdainfully she look'd ; then turning round. 
But fix'd her eyes unmoved upon the ground. 
And, what he says and swears, regards no more,' 
Than the deaf rocks, when the loud billows roar ; 
But whirPd away, to shun his hateful sight. 
Hid in the forest, and the shades of night ; 
Then sought Sichaeus through the shady grove. 
Who answer'd all her cares, and equall'd all her love. 
Some pious tears the pitying hero paid. 
And followed with his eyes the flitting shade. 
Then took the forward way, by Fate ordain'd. 
And, with his guide, the farther fields attained. 
Where, sever'd from the rest, the warrior souls re- 

main'd. 
Tvdeus he met, with Meleager's race. 
The pride of armies, and the soldiers' grace ; 
And pale Adrastus with his ghastly face. 
Of Trojan chiefs he viewed a numerous train. 
All much lamented, all in battle slain — 
Glaucus and Medon, high above the rest, 
Antenor's sons, and Ceres' sacred priest 
And proud Ida^us, Priam's charioteer. 
Who shakes his empty reins, and aims his airy spear. 
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The gladsome gBostii^ in circling troops, attend. 
And with unwearied eyes behold their friend ; 
Delight to hover near, and long to know 
What business brought him to the realms beloif^r. 

But Argive chiefs, and Agamemnon's train, 
When his refulgent arms flash'd through the shady 

plain, 
Fled from his well-known face, with wonted fear, 
As when his thundering sword and pointed speari 
Drove headlong to their ships, ana glean'd the 

routed rear. 

They raised a feeble cry, with trembling notes ; 
But the weak voice deceived their gasping throats. 
Here Priam's son, Deiphobus, he mund. 
Whose face and limbs were one continued wound. 
Dishonest, with lopp'd arms, the youth appears, 
Spoil'd of his nose, and shortened of his ears. 
He scarcely knew him, striving to disown 
His blotted form, and blushing to be known ; 
And therefore first began : — " O Teucer's race ! 
Who durst thy faultless figure thus deface ? 
What heart could wish, what hand inflict, this 

dire disgrace ? 
Twas famed, that, in our last and fatal night, 
Your single prowess long sustain'd the fight, 
Tillt tired, not forced, a glorious fate you chose. 
And fell upon a heap of slaughtered foes. 
But, in remembrance of so brave a deed, 
A tomb and funeral honours I decreed ; 
Thrice call'd your manes on the Trojan plains : 
The place your armour and your name retains. 
Your body too I sought, and, had I found;* 
Design'd for burial in your native ground." 

The ghost replied : — " Your piety has paid 
All needful rites to rest my wandering shade : 
But cruel Fate, and my more cruel wife^ 
To Grecian swords betray 'd my sleeping life. 




408 JtNB]0» TI. 

These me the monuments of Helen's loYe««^ 
The shame I bear below» the mmrks I bore above^ 
You know in what deluding joys we past 
The night, that was by heaven decreed our last 
For* when the fatal horse, descending dowo» 
Pregnant with arms^o'erwhelm'd the unhavpj toim^ 
dhe feigned nocturnal orgies ; left my bed^ 
>Vnd, mix'd with Trojan dames, the dances led ; 
Then waving high her torch, the signal made. 
Which roused the Grecians from their ambuaeade* 
With watching overworn, with cares oppress'd^ 
Unhappy I had laid me down to rest. 
And heavy sleep my weary limbs possessed. 
Meantime my worthy wife our arms mislaid, 
And, from beneath my head, my sword oonvey'd 9 
The door unlatch'd, and, with repeated ealla^ 
Invites her former lord within my walla. 
Thus in her crime her confidence she plaoed* 
And with new treasons would redeem the pait. 
What need I more ? Into the room they nn» 
And meanly murdered a defenceless man. 
Ulysses, basely bom, first led the way^r-<-* /^ 

Avenging powers ! with justice if I pny, V- 

That fortune be their own another my l^^**^ W 
But answer you ; and in your turn relate. 
What brought you, living, to thcf Stygian state. 
Driven by the winds and errors of tne sea» 
Or did you heaven's superior doom obey ? 
Or tell what other chance conducts your way, 
To vi^w, with mortal eyes, our dark retreats. 
Tumults and torments of the infernal seata.^ 

While thus, in talk, the flyinff hours they pass, 
The sun had finished more than half his race ; 
And they, perhaps, in words and tears had spent 
The little time of stay which heaven had lent. 
But thus the Sibyl chides their long delay :-^ 
'' Night rushes down, and headlong drives the day : 




/in« Imc^ in diflimiit paths, the wty ^vi^ 
Tht ririit to FlatcTs golden ^lace guides; 
TTbe Ifni to that unhappy region tends. 
Which to the depth of Tartarus descends—* 
The seat ci night profound, and punish'd fiends^' 
Then thus Deiphobus :— -** O sacred maid! 
Forbear to chide, and be your will obey'd. 
Lo ! to the secret shadows I retire. 
To pay my penance till my years expire.* 
Proceed, auspicious prince, with gloiy crown*d. 
And bom to better rates than I have found.** 
He said ; and, while he said, his steps he tum*d 
To secret shadows, and in silence moum'd. 
The hero, looking on the left, espied 
A lofty tower, and strong on every side 
With treble walls, which Fhlegethon surrounds, 
Whose fiery flood the burning empire bounds ; 
And, press'd betwixt the rocks, the bellowingj 

noise resounds. 
Wide is the fWmting gate, and, raised on high 
With adamantine columns, threats the sky. 
Vain is the force of man, and heaven^s as vain. 
To crush the pillars which the pile sustain. 
fittblime on these a tower of steel is reared ; 
And dire Tysiphone there keeps the ward. 
Girt in her sanguine gown, by night and day. 
Observant of the souls that pass the downward way. 
From hence are heard the groans of ghosts, the pains 
Of sounding lashes, and of dragging chains. 
The Trojan stood astonished at tneir cries. 
And ask*d his guide, fiom whence those yells arise ; 
And what the crimes, and what the tortures were. 
And loud laments, that rent the liquid air. 
She thus replied :^^** The chaste and holy race 
Ara aU forbidden this polluted place. 

• Note II. 
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But Hecat, when she gave to rule the woods, \ 
Then led me trembling through these dire abodes, V 
And taught the tortures of the avenging gods. ) 
These are the realms of unrelenting Fate ; 
And awful Rhadamanthus rules the state. 
He hears and judges each committed crime ; 
Inquires into the manner, place, and time. 
The conscious wretch must ail* his acts reveal, 
(LfOth to confess, unable to conceal,) 
From the first moment of his vital breath. 
To his last hour of unrepenting death. 
Straight, o'er the guilty ghost, the Fury shakes \ 
The sounding whip, and brandishes her snakes, [- 
And the pale sinner, with her sisters, takes. I 
Then, of itself, unfolds the eternal door ; » 
With dreadful sounds the brazen hinges roar. 
You see before the gate, what stalking ghost 
Commands the guard, what centries keep the post. 
More formidable Hydra stands within. 
Whose jaws with iron teeth severely grin. 
The gaping gulf low to the centre lies. 
And twice as deep, as earth is distant from the skies. 
The rivals of the gods, the Titan race. 
Here, singed with lightning, roll within the un- 

fatnom'd space. 
Here lie the Aloean twins, (I saw them both,) 
Enormous bodies, of gigantic growth. 
Who dared in fight the Thunderer to defy^ 
Afiect his heaven, and force him from the sky. 
Salmoneus, suffering cruel pains, I found. 
For emulating Jove with rattling sound 
Of mimic thunder, and the glittering blaze 
Of pointed lightnings, and their forky rays. 
Through Elis, and the Grecian towns, he fiew : 
The audacious wretch four fiery coursers drew : 
He waved a torch aloft, and, madly vain. 
Sought god-like worship from a servile train. 
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Ambitious fool ! with homy hoofii to pass 
0*er hollow arches of resounding brass^ 
To rival thunder in its rapid course. 
And imitate inimitable force ! 
But he» the king of heaven* obscure on high. 
Bared his red arm, and launching from the sky 
His writhen bolt, not shaking empty smoke, 
Down to the deep abyss the flammg felon strudc. 
There Tityus was to see, who took his birth 
From heaven, his nursing from the foodful ecrth. 
Here his gigantic limbs, with large embrace, 
Inkid nine acres of infernal space. 
' A ravenous vulture, in his opened side. 
Her crooked beak and cruel talons tried ; 
Still for the growing liver di^g*d his breast ; 
The growing liver still supplied the feast ; 
Still are his entrails fruitful to their pains : 
The immortal hunger lasts, the immortal food re- 
mains. 
Ixion and PirithoUs I could name. 
And more Thessalian chiefs of mighty fame. 
High o*er their heads a mouldering rock is placed. 
That promises a fall, and shakes at every blast 
Thev lie below, on jplden beds displayed ; 
And genial feasts with regal pomp are made. 
The queen of Furies by their sides is set. 
And snatches from their mouths the untasted meat. 
Which if they touch, her hissing snakes she rears, 
Tossing her torch, and thundenng in their ears. 
Then they, who brothers' better daim disown, 
Expel their parents, and usurp the throne ; 
Detraud their clients, and, to lucre sold. 
Sit brooding on unprofitable gold~> 
Who dare not give, and even refuse to lend, 
To their poor kindred, or a wanting friend-— 
Vast is the throng of tliese ; nor less the train 
Of lustfUl youths, for foul adultery slain— 



Hosts of deserterSt who their hommr 8<dd» 
And basely broke their fidth for bribes of gokL 
All these within the dungeon's depth renudh. 
Despairing pardon, and expecting pain. 
Ask not what pains ; nor rarther seek to know 
Thdr process, or the forms of law below. 
Some roll a mighty stone ; some, laid alon^ 
And bound with burning wires, on spokes orwheds 

are hung* 
Unhappy Theseus, doom'd for ever there^ 
Is fix'd by Fate on his eternal chair : 
And wretched Phlegyas wamstheworld withcrits^') 
(Could wamingmake the world more just or wisc^) f 
' Learn righteousness, and dread the avenging T 

deities/ 3 

To tyrants others have their country sc^ 
Imposing foreign lords, for foreign gold : 
Some have old laws repeal'd, new statutes made, 
Not as the people pleased, but as they paid. 
With incest some their daughters' bed pro&nisd. 
All dared the worst of ills, and, what tney dared, 

attained. 
Had I a hundred mouths, a hundred tonguea^ 
And throats of brass, inspired with iron lunga, 
I could not half those horrid crimes repeat, 
Nor half the punishments those crimes have met. 
But let us haste our voyage to pursue : 
The walls of Fluto^s palace are m view ; 
The gate, and iron arch above it, stands, > 
On anvils laboured by the Cyclops^ hands. 
Before our farther way the Fates allow, 
Here must we fix on high the golden bow.** 
She said : and through the gloomy shades they past, 
And chose the middle patn.~- Arrived at last, 
The prince, with living water, sprinkled o^er 
His Umbs and body ; then approoch-d tihe doori 



.• 1 
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Po8se8s*d the porch^ and on the front above 

He fix'd the nttal bough, reouired bv Pluto's love. 

These holy rites performed, they took their way. 

Where long extended plains of pleasure lay ; 

The verdant fields with those of^heaven may vie. 

With eether vested^ and a purple sky-^ 

The blissful seats of happy souls below : 

Stars of their own, and tneir own suns, they know : 

Their airy limbs in sports they exercise, 

And, on the green, contend the wrestler's prisse. 

Some, in heroic verse, diTinely sing ; 

Others in artful measures lead the ring. 

The Thracian bard, surrounded by the rest, 

There stands conspicuous in his flowinfr vest 

His flying fingers, and harmonious quiU, 

Strike seven distinguish'd notes, and seven at once 

they fill. 
Here found they Teucer's old heroic race. 
Bora better times and happier yeara to grace. 
Assaracus and Ilus here enjoy 
Perpetual fame, with him wno founded Troy. 
The chief beheld their chariots from afar. 
Their shining arms, and coursers train'd to war. 
Their lancea fix'd in earth, their steeds around, 
Free from their harness, graze the flowery ground 
The love of horses which they had, alive^ 
And care of chariots, after death survive. 
Some cheerful souls were feasting on the plain ; 
Some did the song, and some the choir, maintain* 
Beneath a laurel shade, where mighty Po 
Mounts up to woods above, and hides hisheadbelow« 
Here patriots live, who, for their country's good, 
In figbting^fields, were prodigal of Mood : 
Pnesta of unblemish'd lives here make abode, 
And poets worthy tlieir inspiring god ; 
And aearehing wits^ of more medianic pavta^ 
Who graced their f^e with new^^invented arts } 

6 
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Those, who to worth their bounty did extend^ 
And thowe who knew that bounty to commend. 
The heads of' these, with holy fillets bounds 
And all their temples were with garlands crown'd. 

To these the Sibyl thus her speech addressed. 
And first to him surrounded by the rest- 
Towering his height, and ample was his breast : — 
** Bay, happ}' souls ! divine Musa^s ! say. 
Where lives Anchises, and where lies our way 
To find the hero, for whose only sake 
We sought the dark abodes, and cro6s*d the bitter 

lake?** 
To this the sacred poet thus replied : — 
** In no fix*d place the happy souls reside. 
In groves we live, and lie on mossy beds^ 
By crystal streams, that murmur through the meads. 
But pass yon easy hill, and thence descend ; 
The path conducts you to your journey's end." 
This said, he led them up the mountain's brow. 
And shews them all the shining fields below. 
They wind the hill, and through the blissful mea-| 

dows go. 
But old Ancnises, in a flowery vale, 
lleview'd his muster'd race, and took the tal< 
Those happy spirits, which, ordain'd by Fate, 
For future being and new bodies wait — 
With studious thought observed the illustrious 

throng, 
In Nature's order as th^ pass'd along — 
Their names, theirfates,thar conduct, and their care^ 
In peaceful senates, and successful war. 
lie, when Mncns on the plain appears. 
Meets him with open arms, and falling tears.— 
" Welcome," he said, ** the gods' undoubted race!*) 
() long expected to my dear embrace ! r 

Once more 'tis given me to behold your face ! } 
The love and pious duty which you pay, 
Have pas8*d the perils of so hard a way. 
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'Tis tr,ue» computing times, I now believed 

The happy day approach'd; nor are my hopes 

qeceived. 
What length of lands, what oceans have you poss'd. 
What storms sustained, and on what shores been cast! 
How have I fear'd your fate ! but fear*d it most, 
When love assail'd you on the Libyan coast.'* 
To this the fllial duty thus replies : — \ 

" Your sacred ghost, before my sleeping eyes, J- 
Appear'd, and often urged this painful enterprize. ' 
Auer long tossing on the Tyrrhene sea, 
My navy rides at anchor in the bay. 
But reach your hand, oh parent shade ! nor shun 
The dear embraces of your longing son !" 
He said ; and falling tears his face oedew ; 
Then thrice around his neck his arms he threw ; 
And thrice the fleeting shadow slipped away, 
Like winds, or empty dreams, that fly the day. 
Now, in a secret vale, the Trojan sees 
A separate grove, through which a gentle breeze! 
Plays with a passing breath, and whispers through 

f the trees. 
Aifd, just before the confines of the wood, 
TMe gliding Lethe leads her silent flood. 
About the boughs an airy nation flew. 
Thick as the huming bees, that hunt the golden dew 
In|rsammer's heat ; on tops of lilies fee^ 
And creep within their bells, to suck the balmy seed; 
The winged army roams the field around ; 
The rivers and the rocks remurmur to the sound, 
^neas wondering stood, then ask'd the cause, 
Which to the stream the crowding people draws. 
Then thus the sire: — ** The souls that throng theflood 
Are those, to whom, bv Fate, are other bodies owed; 
In Letbe*s lake they long oblivion taste. 
Of future life secure, forgetful of the past 
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Ixmg Hm my ium\ dmred thin ttme $nd plaof* 

To net before ytnn mght jcmr i^oriom raee. 

That this presaging joy may fire your mind^ 

To neek the nhSren by destmy de^fffiTd*^-*. 

'' O father ! can tt be, that nouls subHine 

Iletiirrt to vMt oiir terrestrial clime. 

And that the generous mind, released by destk, 

Can covet lazy limbs, and mortal breath ?* 

Anchises then, in ctder^ thas begmi 

To clear those wonders to his gralike son >^ 

'' Know, first, that heaven and eaith^s oompactad 

frame. 
And fkminff waters, and the starry flame, 
And both tne radiant lights,* one oonmion aoul 
Inspircrs and feeds, and animates the whole* 
This active mind, infused through all the tpaee^ 
Unites and mingles with the mmhly mass* 
Hence men ana beasts the breath of life obtain. 
And birds of air, and monsters c^the main. 
The ethereal vigour H in all the same, 
And every soul is filled with equal flain< 



An much as earthy limbs, and gross allay \ 

Of mortal membeni suUect to decay, > 

Blunt not the beams of heaven and edge of dqrJ 
From this coarse mixture of terrestrial parts^ 
Desire and fear by turns possess their hearts^ 
And grief, and joy ; nor can the grovelling ubmdfX 
In the cbrk dimgeon of the Hmm confinra, y 
Assert the native skies, or own its heavenly kind;! 
Nor death itself can wholly wash their stains ; 
But long*contracted filth even in the soul remaini* 
The rehques of inveterate vice they wear, 
And spots of sin obscene in ever^ face appear. 
For this are various penances enjoin'd ; 
And some are hung to bleach upon the wind. 
Some plunged in waters, others purged in fires. 
Till all the dregs are drained, and all the rust expires. 

« Note III. 
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All have their maneSi and those manes bear : 

The fevtr, so deansed, to these abodes repair, 

And breathe, in ample fields, the soft Elysian air. 

Then are they happy, when by length of time 

The scurf is worn awapr, of each committed crime ; 

No speck is left of their habitual stains. 

But the pure aether of the soul remains. 

But, when a thousand rolling years are past, 4^ 

(So long their punishments and penance last,) 

Whole droves of minds are, bv the driving god 

Compelled to drink the deep Lethaean flood. 

In large forgetful draughts to steep the cares 

Of their past labours, and their irksome years. 

That, unrememb'ring of its former pain. 

The soul may suffer mortal flesh again.'' 

Thus having said, the father spirit leads 

The priestess and his son through swarms of shades, 

And takes a rising ground, from thence to see 

The long procession of his pro^en^.— - 

** Survey (pursued the sire) this airy throng, 

As, ofier'd to thy view, they pass along. 

These are the Italian names, which Fate will join 

With ours, and graff upon the Trojan line. 

Observe the youth who first appears in sight. 

And holds the nearest station to the light, 

Already seems to snufi* the vital air. 

And leans just forward on a shining spear : 

Silvius is he, thy last-begotten race. 

But first in order sent, to fill thy place—* 

An Alban name, but mix'd with JDardan blood ; 

Bom in the covert of a shady wood, 

Him fair Lavinia, thy surviving wife. 

Shall breed in groves, to lead a solitary life. 

In Alba he shall fix his royal seat. 

And, bom a king, a race of kings beget ;— > 

Then Procas, honour of the Trojan name, 

Capys, and Nuinitor, of endless fame. 

VOL. XIV. 8 D 
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A second Sylvius after these appears ; 
^Ivius ^neas, for thy natne he bean ; 
for arms and justice equally r^nown'd, 
Who^ late restoredf in Alba ^hall be crown'd. 
How gr^t they look ! how vigorously they widd 
Their weighty laqees, and sustain the shield ! 
But they, who qrown'd with oaken wreaths appear, 
Shall Gabian walls and strong Fidena rear ; 
Nomentqm, Bola, with Pometia foiind ; 
And rais^ Collatian towers on rocky ground. 
All these shall then be towns of mighty fame. 
Though now they lie pbsQuref and lands without a 

pwne. 
See Romulus the great, bom tq restore 
The crown that pnce hU injured grandsire wore. 
This prince a pri^tess of our blo^ shall bear» 
And like his sure in arms he shall appear. 
Two rising cresto his royal bead adorn ; 
Bom from a godt himself to godhead bom. 
His sire already signs him from the skies. 
And marks his seat an^idst the cieitles. 
Auspicious chief ! thy race, in times to come» 
Shall spread the conquests of imperial Rome-^ 
Rome, whose ascending tpwers snail heaven invade^ 
Involving earth and ocean in her shade ; 
High as the mother of the gods in place» 
And proud, like hert of an immortal race. 
Then, when in pomp she makes the Phrygian round* 
With golden turrets on her temples prown'd ; 
A hundred gods her sweeping tmin supply^ 
Her offspring all, and all command the sky. 
Now fix your sight, and stand intent^ to see 
Your Roman race, and Julian progeny. 
The mighty Caesar waits his vital hour, 
Impatient for the world, and grasps his promised 

power. 
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But next behold the youth of form divine^-** 
Cfiesar himself, exalted in his line — 
Augustus, promised ofb, and Ions foretold, 
Sent to the realm that Saturn ruled of old ; 
JAcftti to restore a better age of gold. 
Afric and India shall his power obey ; 
He shall extend his propagated sway . 

Beyond the solar year, without the starry way, } 
Where Atlas turns the rolling heavens around, 
And his broad shoulders with their lights are crown'd. 
At his foreseen approach, already quake 
The Caspian kingdoms and Maeotian lake. 
Their seers behold the tempest from afbr ; 
And threatening oracles denounce the war. 
Nile hears him knocking at his sevenfold gates^ 
Apd seeks his hidden spring, and fears bis nephew's 

fates. 
Nor Hercules more lands or labours knew^ 
Not though the brazen-footed hind he slew, 
Freed Erymanthus from the foaming boar, 
And dipped his arrows in Lemaean gore ; 
Nor Bacchus, turning from his Indian war. 
By tygers drawn triumphant in his car. 
From Nysa's top descending on the plains. 
With curling vmes around nis purple reins. 
Anel doubt we yet through dangers to pursue 
The paths of honour, and a crown in view ? 
Bert what^s the man, who from afar appears. 
His head with olive crowned, his hand a censer 

bears? 
His hoary beard and holy vestments bring 
His lost idea back : I know the Roman king. 
He shaU to peaceful Rome new laws ordain, 
Called from his mean abode, a sceptre to sustain. 
Him TuUus next in dignity succeeds, 
An active prince, and prone to martial deeds. 
He shall his troops for fighting-iields prepare. 
Disused to toils, and triumphs of the war. 
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By dint of sword his crown he shall increase. 

And scour his armour from the rust of peace. 

Whom Ancus follows, with a fawning air. 

But vain within, and proudly popular. 

Next view the Tarquin kings, the avenging sword 

Of Brutus, justly drawn, and Rome restored. 

He first renews the rods and axe severe. 

And ^ves the consuls royal robes to wear. 

His sons, who seek the tyrant to sustain. 

And long for arbitrary lords again. 

With ignominy scourged in open sight. 

He dooms to death deserved, asserting public right. 

Unhappy man ! to break the pious law^ , 

Of nature, pleading in his children's cau£^i> 

However the doubtful fact is understood, 

*Tis love of honour, and his country's good : 

The consul, not the father, sheds tHe bloody . 

Behold Torquatus the sai^e track pursue^; 

And, next, tne two deypted Decii view— 

The Drusian line, Capiillus loaded home 

With standards well rj^deep^'d, fipd foreign, fbes 

overcome. 
The pair you see in equal arpippr i^hine. 
Now, friends below, in close embraces join ; 
But, when they leav^ the shady realms of night. 
And, clothed in bodies, breathe your uppier light. 
With mortal hate each other shall pursue; 
What wars, whatwounds,whatslaugtiter9h^ll ensue! 
From Alpine heights the father first desjcend^ ; 1 
His daughter's husband in the plain attends : > 
His daughter's husband arms his eastern fiiend$. J 
Embrace again, my sops ! be foes no mpre ; 
Nor stain your country with her children's gore ! 
And thou, the first, lay down thy lawless claimi 
Thou, of my blood, who bear'st the Julian namjB !♦ 
Another comes, who shall in triumph ride. 
And to the Capitol his chariot guide, 

NoteV. 
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From conquer'd Corinth^ ricli with Grecian spoils. 
And yet anotlier, famctl for warlike toils, 
On Argos ahall inipose tlic Iloman lawn, ' 
And, on the CroeUs, reven^'e fhts'Trojan caiiieS 
Shall drau in tlmins ilioir Achillean race j ") 

Shall vindicate liis nnccstors' .Itsgrace, > 

And Pallas, for her violated place. J 

Great Cato there, for gravity rendwn'd,* 
And conquering CoRsus goes with laurels crown'd. 
Who can omit the Gracchi ? who declare 
The Scipioa' worth, those thunderbolts of war, 
'ITie double bane of Carthage ? Who can see. 
Without esteem for virtuous poverty, 
Severe Fabricius, or can cease to admire 
The plough man-consul in his coarse attire? 
Tirea as I am, mv praise the Fabii claim ; 
And thou, great nero, greatest of thy name, 
Ordatn'd in war to save the sinking state. 
And, by delays, to put a stop to fate ! 
Let others better mould the running mass 1 

Of metala, and inform the breathing brass, > 

And soften into flesh a marble face ; ) 

Plead better at the'biif i describe the slcies, 
And when the stars descend and when they rise. 
But, Rome! 'tis thine alone, with awful sway, i 
To rule mankind, and malte the world obey, [■ 
Disposing peace and war thy own majestic way ;i 
To tame the proud', the fetter'd slave to free:— 
These are IrtiperiaV tirts^ and worthy thee." 
He paused-^nd, while witli wond'ring eyes they 

vlew*d 
The passing spirits, thus his speech renew'd :— 
" See great Marcellus ! how untircd in toils, 
He moves with manly grace, how rich with regal 

spoils ! 
He, when his country (thi'eatcn'd with alarms) 
Requires his courage and his conqu'ring arms. 
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Shall more than once the Funic bands afifiigfat ; 

Shall kill the Gaulish king in single fight ; 

Then to the Capitol in triumph move, 

And the third spoils shall grace Feretrian Jove.** 

^neas here beheld^ of form divine, 

A godlike youth in glittering armour shine. 

With great Marcellus keeping equal pace ; 

But gloomy were his eyes, dejected was his fiice. 

He saw, and wond'ring, asked his airy guide. 

What and of whence was he, who pressed the hero's 

side? 
'' His son, or one of his illustrious name ? 
How like the former, and almost the same ! 
Observe the crowds that compass him around ; 
All gasEC, and all admire, and raise a shouting sound: 
But hov'ring mists around his brows are spread. 
And night, with sable shades, involves his head." 
<' Seek not to know (the ghost replied with tears) 
The sorrows of thy sons in future years. 
This youth (the blissful vision of a day) 
Shall just be shewn on earth, and snatch'd away. 
The gods too high had raised the Roman state, 
Were but their gifts as permanent as great 
What groans of men shall fill the Martian Field ! 
How fierce a blaze his flaming pile shall yield ! 
What funeral pomp shall floating Tyber see, 
When^ rising from his bed, he views the sad so- 
lemnity ! 
No youth shall equal hopes of glory give. 
No youth afford so great a cause to grieve. 
The Trojan honour, and the Roman boast. 
Admired when living, and adored when lost ! 
Mirror of ancient faitii in early youth ! 
Undaunted worth, inviolable truth ! 
No foe, unpunish'd, in the fighting-field 
Shall dare thee, foot to foot, with sword and shield. 
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Much less in arms oppose thy matchless force. 
When thy shaq) spurs shall urge thy foaming horse. 
Ah! couldstthou breakthrough Fate's severe decree, 
A new Marcellus shall arise in thee !* 
Full canisters of fragrant lilies bring, 
Mix'd with the purple roses of the spring ; 
Let me with funeral flowers his body strow ; 
This gift which parents to their children owe, 
This unavailing gift, kt Uaut^ t may bestow !" 
Thus having said, he led the hero round 
The confines of the blest Elysian ground ; 
Which when Anchises to his son had shown, 
And fired his mind to mount the promised throne. 
He tells the future wars ordain'd oy Fate ; 
The strength attd cUdiotits of the iLatian state ; 
The prince, and people ; and fore-arms his care 
With rules, to push nis fortune, or to bear. 

Two ffates the silent, bouts of Sleep adorn ; 
Of polish'd ivory this, that of transparent horn ; t 
True visions through transparent horn arise ; 
Through polish'd ivory pass deluding lies. 
Of various things discoursing as he pass'd^ 
Anohiseslhlither bends his &(teps at. last. 
Then, througli the gate of ivory, he dismissed 
His valiant oflEspring, apd divjinioff jguest 
Straight to the ships .^nea» took nia^wav^ -^ 

Embark'd his men, and skimm'd along we tea, I 
$tUl coasting* till he gain'd Caieta's bay. J 

At ieDgUi on ooi&y ground his galleys moor } 
Theif heads are turn'd to sea, their stems to ahore^ 
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NoteL 

The nexty in place and mmislmienty are ibej. 

Who pfodigaDy tbrow nieir touls away, ftc<->P. 405. 

Proxhna ddnde ienent migsit bca, qtd M leUtm 
InsanieipeperertpmnUfliwemqmperam^ 

This was taken, ainoti^ many cdier ibangg^ IWmi die tenlii 
book o£ Plido de BepMtcB s no eemmeDtator, besides Fabrioiy 
has taken notice ctf it. Self-mnrder was accoonted a great crime 
by that divine philosopher ; but the instances which he brings 
are too many to be inserted in these short notes. Sir Robert 
Howard, in his translation' of this SjqM^ which.was printed widi 
his poems in the year 1660, has given ns the most learned and 
the most judicious observations on this Book, whidi are extant 
in our language. 
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NotelL 

Lo I to the Hcret shadows J retire, 

To pay my penance till my years expire.'^V. 409. 

Thete two verses in English seem very diflerent flrom the 
Latin-^ 

Discedam ; explebo numerunit reddarfite tetuhrit* 

Yet they are the sense of Virgil ; at least^ according to the com- 
mon interpretation of this place— ^' 1 will withdraw from your 
company, retire to the shades, and perform my pmiance of a thou- 
sand years." But I must confess, tne interpretation of those two 
words, explebo numerum^ is somewhat violent, if it be thus under- 
stood, mmuam numerum ; that is, I will lessen your company by 
my departure : for Deiphobus, being a ghost, can hardly be said 
to be of their number. Perhaps the poet means bv amfefo tnh 
meruMf (d^olvam senienliam ; as if Deipnobus replied to tne Slbyl> 
who was angrv at his long visit, .'' J wiU ionly take my last leave 
of fneas, my kinsman and my friend, with one hearty good widi 
for his health and weli&re, and then leave you to proseqite your 
voyage." That wish is expressed in the words immediately fol- 
lowing, /» decusf if nostrum^ &c« which contain a direct answer to 
what the Sibyl said before^ when she upbraided their long dis« 
course, nos nendo ducimus horas. This conjecture is new, and 
therefore left to the discretion of the reader. 

Note III. 

Know, firstt that heaven, and earth's compacted frame, 
And flowinff waters, and the starry flame, ^ 
And boUi the radiant lights, 6cc. — P. 4l6. 

Principio cailumj, ac terras, camposque Kquitniee, 
Lucentemque glooum lunas, Titaniaque astra^ 4^. 

Here the sun is not expressed, but the moon onl^, tbouffh a 
less, and also a less radiant, light. Perhaps the copies of Virgil 
are aU false, and that, instead of Titaniaque astra, he writ, Tita* 
naquCt et astra ; and according to these words I have made my 
tmnslation. It is most certain* that the sun ought not to be omit- 
ted \ ffxt he is freauently called the life and soul of the world : and 
nothing bids so rair for a visible divinity to those who know no 
betteTf than that glorious luminary* The Platonists call God the 
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•rdict^pftl min, and the tun ih# irUible dettr» the inwml vital 
apirit m Uie cimtre of the univeriM,% or that hody to wbidt that 
apirit in united^ and by wMch it exert« itfelf moat powerfully. 
Now it wa« the received h3riNHhe»if amongft the Pjthagoreanf, 
tliat the f un waa aituata in tae centra of the world* Plato had it 
from them, and wan himitelf of the iaroe opinion, aa appeara by 
a uaiMa^e in the Tinugus $ from wbidi noble diak^fue ia thia part 
of Virgir* poem taken* 



Note IV. 
Oraat Cato there, for gravity toaowv^, &«»*— P* 481* 

C{m ^$ magne Cato, ^. 

There k no qtieatton but Vii^il here meana Calo ICrior, ar 
Iha Caneoc But the name of Cato being alao mentsoned in tte 
Eighth JjneTd, I doubt whether he maana the aana man mbodi 
plaaiai I have laid in the preface^ that our poet waa of repvMi- 
canprindplet ; and have given thia for one laaaon of my opinion^ 
that ha pnifad Cato in that line, 

imdaoeordiogly placed him in the Elytianfielda. Montaigne tbiaki 
thin waN Cato the Utican, Uie great enemy of arbitrary power, 
and a prof(t5«iied foe to JuliuN CieMr. Uua^uf would perauade u« 
that Vir^l meant the Ceiiior* But wliy should the poet name 
Cato twice, if he intended the vame person ? Our author is too 
frugal of hia words and sense, to commit tautologiea in either. 
His memory waa not likelv to betrasr bhn into aoeb an error. 
Nevertheless I contiiMie in the same opinion eonceming the prin* 
ciples of our poet He declares tliem sufficiently in this book, 
wnere lie prmsas the flrst Brutus for expelling the Tarquins, 
giving liberty to Rome, and putting to death bis own diildren, 
who conspired to restore tyranny. He calls him only an unhappy 
man, for being forced to that severe action— 

Lei the reader weigh these two verses, and he muit be eOnvfal^ 
ead that I am in the* right, and that I have not mudi injured my 
master in my transktiwi of them. 
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NoteV. '\ 

* Embrace agatn, my iom I bijba ho mori; 
Nor itain your country wUh her children's gort» 
And thou, the first, lay down thy kwkss claim, 
Thou qfmy bloody who bear*st ine Julian name^^^P. 420. 

This notOy which Is out of itt pr6)>er place, I deflnted on pur- 
ppie^ to place it here^ because it discovers the principles orbUr 
]M>et more plainly than any of the. rest 

Tuque priarytuparce^ genus qpidudt Olfffi^i 
J^r^jke Hia manu^ tanguie meue t ; , 

• Andiises here speaks to Julius Csesari and commands him firat 
eo lay down hit arms ; which is a plaia condemnation of hit cause. 
Yet observe our poet's incomparable address \ fori though he 
sehewa Mmself sumciently tobe a commonwealth's man; yet^ in 
^naqMCtto Augustus^ who wat his patron, he uses the audknrky 
lof a parent^ in the persob of Anchises, who had more right toilay 
.tliia u^unction on Canuir than on Pompey, because the utter was 
«ot of his blood* Thus our author cautiously veils his oMpd opi» 
niont and takes sanctuary under Anchiscs ; as if that ghost would 
liava laid tiie same command on Pompey also^ had he neen lineaU 
ly descended firom him. What could be more judiciously c6n» 
trived, when this was tlie iBneKd which he chose to read before 
his master ? 

Note VL 

A new Marcellus shall ariu in /Afe*— P» 4€d. 
In Virgil thus : 

• ' Z^ McreeOm erie, 

' 'Hew unpoetfcsHy and badly had this been translated^ Thou 
iktik MareeUus be I Yet some of my Mends were of opinion^ that 
I mistook the sense of Virgil in my translation. The French in- 
terpreter observes nothin/jp on this place, but that it appears by 
it, the mourning of Octavia was yet fVesh for the loss of her son 
Mfrcellus, whom she had by her first husband, and who died in 




little more than four years i so thatf supposing him to have writ* 
ten the whole <£neYs in eleven yearsi the first six books must have 
taken w seven of those years ; on wbicfa accountf the aix last 
must ornecessity be less correct 
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Now, for the fidse judgment of my ftiends, there in but thit 
little to be said for them ; the words of ViigU» io the vene pre- 
ceding, are these, ^ 



'Siqtti JhH M9per^ rumpn^-m 



as if the poet bad meant» *' if you break through your bard des- 
tiny, so as to be bom, you shall be called Maroeiltts :** but this 
cannot be the sense ; for, though MarceUus was bom, yet he 
broke not through those fiaxd decrees, which doomed him to so 
immature a deau. Much less can Vii^ mean, *' you shall be 
the same Maroellus by the transmilfnition of his soul :" for, ao- 
ooiding to the system of our author, a thousand years must be 
first elapsed, before the soul can return into a human body ; but 
die first Marcellus was slain in the second Punic war ; and how 
many hundred years were yet wanting to the accomj^i^ing his 
penance, may with ease be gi^ei^, by 'computing the time b^ 
twist Scipio and Augustus. By whidi it is plain, that Virgil 
cannot mean the same Marcdlus ; but one of his descendants, 
whom 1 csli a new MarcelluSf who so much resembled his ances« 
tor, perlmps in his features and his person, but certainly in his 
military virtues, that Viigil cries out, ^fiatiliaii imiar m 9M0 c#/ 
which I have translated. 

How Hke Ae former, and shnott tht isme ! 

Note VII. 

Two gates the silent Rouise ofSleTgp aiom ; 

Ofpoiish'd ivory this, that qffranspdrenfhdm^^l^. 423. 

Virgil borrowed thia ima^nati<m firom Hom^,^ Odyiser six. 
line 562. The translation gives the reMoni mit^ trto prpphetic 
dreuns are said to pass thf<¥Kg)l rtwf f^^e.irflPiCmvbsiiaddi^ the 
epithet transparent, which is not in YirgU, "^il^^w^fl^vtitsmij 
these: 

Sunt gemlna Somni porite^ quorum aUeru Jkrtur 

C o r nea , ", .. . i^ -o j^.. ;. :* 7-, r ,,)^x *J .fl4.fj:7 ;•::* 

What is nervious to the "sight iaioUari* tend) (aHtidlfi|^tarAii 

groperty ) the poet infers. 0|ioh dreama arQ pi ditine re vdMon^ 
ucb as pass through the ivory gate, are o^ tl)^ contraiy ]Viture-«» 
poHshed lies. But there is a' bettiei^ MisoA'tb-be given ;' f6r flie 
ivory alludes to the teeth, the horn to the ^es. Whal'^ire see h 
more credible, than what we only hear ; that is, words llvit pale 
through the portal of the mouth, or '' hedge qfthe teeth ;" which 
is Homer's expression for speaking. 
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KifigLaHnut etiiertainsJEtkfah ondpro^^dsei him his anlif daughter,. 
Lavmiafihe hdr^iUdf/fiiQKom,. Tumt{$r,l^ngin 2m with her^ 
Jawmredby her mother^ mid itirrei up Hy Juno and Alecto, breaks 
tieltrettlj/tthkk was Utatkt and ^engages m hit quarrel I^ezen* 
'Am^ CcmUUt MesiOpuit and many other nfihe neighbouring 
prineee / ^mhomfatue^ ^^the names (tf their fionmandfrsp are 
partioularkjf rei^eiil. ^ ' ' 
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^KD thou, O matron of immortal fame ! 
Here dying, to the shore ^hastltft thy name ; 
Caieta still the place is cctU'd from thee^ 
The nurse of great JS^neas* infancy. 
Here rest thy bones in rkh Hesperia's pluns ; 
Thy name ('tis all a ffhost can have) remains. 

Now, when the prmce her funeral rites had paid. 
He ploughed the Tyrrhene seas with sails display'4* 
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From land a gentle breeze arose by night, \ 

Serenely shone the stars, the moon was bright, > 
And the sea trembled with her silver light. ) 
Now near the shelves of Circe's shores they run, 
(Circe the rich, the daughter of the Sun,) 
A dangerous coast ! — ^The goddess wastes her days 
In joyous songs ; the rocks resound her lays. 
In spinning, or the loom, she spends the night. 
Ana cedar brands supply her father's light. 
From hence were hewd, rebellowing to the main, 
The roars of lions that refuse the chain. 
The grunts of bristled boars, and groans of bears, 
Andberdsofhowlingwolvesthatstunthesailors'ears. 
These from their caverns, at the close of night. 
Fill the sad isle with horror and affiight 
Darkling they mourn their fate, whom Circe's power, 
(That watch'd the moon, and planetary hour,) 
With words and wicked herbs, from human kind 
Had alter'd, and in brutal shapes confined. 
Which monsters lest the Trojans' pious host 
Should bear, or touch upon the enohanted eoB8t;i • 
Fromtious Neptune steer'd their course by nigfati 
Wim rising gales,^ that sped theiK happy l^^t. 
Sfipplied with tbese^ they skia» the soundk^ sbove. 
And hear the swelKng surgesr vah^ roar: 
Now, when the rosy mom began to rise. 
And waved her safiron streamer through the skiesL 
When Thetis blush'd in jpurple not her own^ (. / / . 
And from her face the breathing winds wereUdviJU 
A sudden silence sate upon the 8e% ; :/ < 

And sweeping oars, with struggling, urge tiicirwitf ;' 
The Trojan, from the main, beheld a weod^ ^ 
Which thick with shades,and a brown hcfrroe^tikoodi 
Betwixt the trees the Tyber toek his course, 
Withwhirlpoolsdimpled; and with down wacdforot,! 
That drove the sand along, he took his way. 
And roU'd his yellow billows to the sea. 



About hitDi and above, and round the wood» 
The birds that haunt the borders of his flood. 
That bathed within, or basked upon his side, 
To tuneful songs their narrow throats applied. 
The captain gives command ; the joyful train 
Glide tnrougn the gloomy shade, and leave themain. 

Now, Erato ! thy poet's mind inspire. 
And fill his soul with thy celestial nre. 
Relate what Latium was ; her ancient kings ; 
Declare the past and present state of things, 
When first the Trojan fleet Ausonia sought. 
And how the rivals loved and how they fought. 
These are my theme, and how the war began. 
And how concluded by the godlike man : 
For I shall sing of battles, blood, and rage. 
Which princes and their people did engage ; 
And haughty souls, that, moved with mutual hate. 
In fighting fields pursued and found their fate ; 
That roused the Tyrrhene realm with loud alarrosy 
And peaceful Italy involved in arms. 
A larger scene of action is displayed ; 
And, rising hence, a greater worK is weigh'd. 

Latinus, old and mild, had long possessed 
The Latian sceptre, and his people bless'd : 
His father Faunus : a Laurentian dame 
His mother ; fair Harica was her name. 
But Faunus came from Picus : Picus drew 
His birth from^Satum, if records be true. 
Thus King Latinus, in the third degree, 
Had Saturn author of his family. 
But this old peaceful prince, as heaven decreed, 
Was bless*d with no male issue to succeed ; 
His sons in blooming youth were snatch'd by fate ! 
One only daughter heir'd the royal state. 
Fired with her love, and with ambition led. 
The neighbouring princes court her nuptial bed. 



48S iENElS, VIL 

Among the crowd, but far above the rest. 
Young Tumiis to the beauteous maid addresB'd. 
TumviSf for high descent and graceful mien. 
Was fint, and favoured by the Latain aueen ; 
With him she strove to join Lavinia*s hand ; 
But dire portents the purposed match withstand. 
Deep in the palace^ of long growth, there stood 
A laurers trunk, a venerable wood ; 
Where rites divine were paid ; whose holy hair 
Was kept and cut with superstitious care. 
This plant I^atinus, when bis town he wall'd. 
Then found, and from the tree Laurentum call'd : 
And last, in honour of his new abode, 
^e vow'd the laurel to the laurePs god. 
It happen'd once, (a boding prodigy !) 
A swarm of bees, that cut the liquid sky, 
(Unknown from whence they took their airy flight,) 
Up^Hi the topmost branch in clouds alight ; 
There, with their clasping feet together clung. 
And a long cluster from the laurel hung. 
An ancient augur prophesied from hence :— 
** Behpld on Latian shores a foreign prince ! 
From the same parts of heaven his navv stands. 
To the p^me parts on earth ; his army lands ; 
The town he conquers, and the tower commands.^ 
Yet more, when fair Lavinia fed the fire 
Before the gods, and stood beside her sire, 
(Strange to relate !) the flames, involved in smoke 
Of incense, from the sacred altar broke. 
Caught her deshevell'd hair, and rich attire ; 
Her /crown and jewels crackled in the fire : 
From thence the fuming trail began to spread. 
And lambent glories danced about her head. 
This new portent the seer with wonder views, 
Then pausing, thus his prophecy renews : — 
^^ The nvmph, who scatters flaming fires around. 
Shall shine with honour, shall herself be crowned, 

3 
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But, caused by her irrevocable fate, 
War shall the country waste, and change the state.** 
Latinus, frighted with this dire ostent. 
For counsel to his father Faunus went. 
And sought the shades renown'd for prophecy. 
Which near Albunea's sulphurous fountain lie. 
To those the Latian and the Sabine land 
Fly, when distressed, and thence relief demand. 
The priest on skins of offerings takes his ease. 
And nightly visions in his slumber sees ; 
A swarm of thin aerial shapes appears. 
And, fluttering round his temples, deafs his ears. 
These he consults, the future fates to know. 
From powers above, and from the fiends below. 
Here, for the god's advice, Latinus flies. 
Offering a hundred sheep for sacrifice : ' 
Their woolly fleeces, as the rites required. 
He laid beneath him, and to rest retired. 
No sooner were his eyes in slumber bound. 
When, from above, a more than mortal sound 
Invades his ears ; and thus the vision spoke :-— > 
** Seek not, my seed, in Latian bands to yoke 
Our fair Lavinia, nor the gods provoke. 
A foreign son upon the shore descends, 
Whose martial tame from pole to pole extends. 
His race, in arms and arts of peace renown'd, 
Not Latium shall contain, nor Europe bound : 
TTis theirs whate*er the sun surveys around." 
These answers, in the silent night received. 
The king himself divulged, the land believed : 
The fame through all the neighbouring nations 

flew. 
When now the Trojan navy was in view. 

Beneath a shady tree, the hero spread 
His table on the turf, with cakes of bread ; 
And, with his chiefs, on forest fruits he fed. 

VOL. XIV. 2 E 
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The^ sate ; and (not without the ^od's command) 
Theur homely fare despatched, the hungry band 
Invade their trenchers next, and soon devour^ 
To mend the scanty meal^ their cakes of flour. 
Ascanius this observed^ and, smiling, said^ — 
*^ See I we devour the plates on which we fed."* 
The speech had omen, that the Trojan race 
Should find repose, and this the time and place, 
^neas took the word, and thus replies : 
(Confessing fate with wonder in his eyes,) 
*' All hai], O earth I all hail, my household gods ! 
Behold the destined place of your abodes ! 
For thus Anchises prophesied of old. 
And this our fatal place of rest foretold : — 
* When, on a foreign shore, instead of meat. 
By famine forced, your trenchers you shall eat. 
Then ease your weary Trojans will attend. 
And the long labours of your voyage end. 
Remember on that happy coast to build. 
And with a trench inclose the fruitful field.' 
This was that famine, this the fatal place. 
Which ends the wandering of our exiled race. 
Then, on to-morrow's dawn, your care employ. 
To search the land, and where the cities lie. 
And what the men ; but give this day to 
Now pour to Jove ; and, after Jove is blest, 
Call great Anchises to the genial feast : 
Crown high the goblets with a cheerful draught ; 
Enjoy the present hour; adjourn thefuture thought" 

Thus having said, the hero bound his brows 
With leafy branches, then performed his vows ; 
Adoring first the genius of the place^ 
Then Earth, the mother of the heavenly race. 
The nymphs, and native godheads yet unknown, 
AndNight,andall the stars that gild her sable throne. 
And ancient Cybel, and Idaean Jove, 
And last his sire below, and mother queen above. 
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Then heaven's high monarch thund^d thrioealoud. 
And thrice he shook aloft a golden cloud. 
Sk)on through the joyful camp a rumour ileWt 

?he time was come their city to renew, 
hen every brow with cheerful green is crowned, 
The feasts are doubled, and the bowls go round. 

When next the rosy morn disclosed the day. 
The scouts to several parts divide their way. 
To learn the natives' names, their towns explore. 
The coasts, and trendings of the crooked shore : 
Here Tyber flows, and here Numicus stands ; 
Here warlike Latins hold the happy lands. 
The pious chief, who sought by peaceful ways 
To found his empire, and his town to raise, 
A hundred youths from all his train selects. 
And to the Titian court their course directs, 
(The spacious palace where their prince resides) 
And all their heads with wreaths of olive hides. 
Thev go commissioned to require a peace, 
And carrv presents to procure access. 
Thus while they speed ttieir pace, the prince designs 
The new-elected seat, and draws the lines. 
The Trojans round the place a rampire cast. 
And palisades about the trenches placed. 

Meantime the train, proceeding on their way, 
From far the town and lofty towers survey ; 
At length approach the walls. Without the gate. 
They see the ooys and Latian youth debate 
The martial nrizes on the dusty plain : 
Some drive the cars, and some the coursers rein ; 
Some bend the stubborn boHv for victory. 
And some with darts their active sinews try. 
A posting messenger, despatched from hence, 
Of this fair troop advised their aged prince. 
That foreign men, of mighty stature, came ; 
Uncouth their habit, and unknown their name. 
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The king ordaini their entamee^ and atcends 
His r^nu teat, fommnded bjr his ftiends: 
The palace built by Picus, vast and mond^ 
Supported hy a hundred piDan stood^ 
And round eneonipass*d with a risiiig w<Kid* 
The pile o'erlook'd the town, and drew the Uf^ 
Surprised at once with reverence and delight;. 
TherekingsreeriYedtheinarksofsofrereignpoirer;! 
In state the monarehs mareb'd ; the fictcxa bote > 
Their awful axes and the rods before. j 

Here the tribunal stood, the house of payer. 
And here tbe sacred seaatan repair ; 
All at large tables, in long crd^* set, 
A ram their offering, and a ram then* meat. 
Above the portal, carved in cedar wood^ /. 

Placed in their ranks, their godlike grandsiresatoodi 
Old Saturn, with his crooked scjruse; cm liigfa; ' 
And Italus, that led the colony ; r < 

And ancient Janus, with his double hce^ . :-A 
And bunch of keys, the porter of the plaee;: ^ 
There stood Sabinus, planter of the vines ; 
On a short pruning-hook his head reclines. 
And studiously surveys his generous winea ;' 
Then warlike kings, who for their country fought^ 
And honourable wounds from battle brongltt. 
Around the posts, hung helmets, darts, and spen^^ 
And captive chariots, axes, shields^ and ban. 
And broken beaks of ships, the trc^hiea of their 

wars. 
Above the rest, as chief of all the band. 
Was Picus placed, a buckler in his hand. 
His other waved a long divining wand. 
Girt in his C^bine gown the hero sate. 
Yet could not with his art avoid his fate : 
For Circe Long had loved the youth in vain. 
Till love, refused, converted to disdain : 
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Then, mixing powerful herbs, with magic art. 
She changed his form, who could not change his 

heart ; 
Constrained him in a bird, and made him fly. 
With party-colour'd plumes, a chattering pie. 
In this high temple, on a chair of state. 
The seat w audience, old Latinus sate ; 
Then mve admission to the Trojan train ; 
And thus, with pleasing accents, he began :— 
•* Tell me, ye Trojans, for that name you own. 
Nor is your course upon our coasts unknown- 
Say what you seek, and whither w^e you bound ; 
Were you by stress of weather cast a^ground ? 
(Such Gangers of the sea are often seen^ 
And oft befal to miserable men,) 
Or come, your shipping in our ports to lay. 
Spent and disabled in so long a^ way ? 
Say what you want : the Latians you shall find 
Not forced to goodness, but by will inclined ; 
For, since the time of Saturn's holy reign, 
Tfia hospitable customs we retain. 
I call to mind (but time the tale has worn) 
The Aurunci told» that Dardahus, though born 
On Latian plains, yet sought the Phrygian shore. 
And Samothracia, Samos call'd before. 
From Tuscan Cory thum he claim'd his birth ; 
But after, when exempt from mortal earth. 
From thence ascended to his kindred skies, 
A god, and, as a god, augments their sacrifice." 
He said. — Ilioneus made this reply : ^ 

•♦ O king, of Faunus' royal family ! 
Nor wintry winds to Latium forced our way, 
Nor did the stars our wandering course betray. 
Willing we sought your shores ; and, hither bound. 
The port, so long desired, at length we found ; 
From our sweet homes and ancient realms expell'd ; 
Great as the greatest that the sun beheld. 
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The god began our line, who rules above ; 
And, 83 our race, our king descends from Jove : 
And hither are we come, by his command. 
To crave admission in your happy land. 
How dire a tempest, from Mycenae pour'd. 
Our plains, our temples, and our town, devoured ; 
What was the waste of war, what fierce alarms 
Shook Asia's crown with European arms ; 
Even such have heard, if any such there be^ 
Whose earth is bounded by the frozen sea ; 
And such as, bom beneath the burning sky 
And sultry sun, betwixt the tropics lie. 
From that dire deluge, through the watry waste, 
(Such length of years, such various perils past,) 
At last escaped, to Latium we repair, 1 

To beg what you without your want may spare-— > 
The common water, and the common air ; J 

Sheds which ourselves will build, and mean abodes. 
Fit to receive and serve our banished gods. 
Nor our admission shall your realm disgrace, 
Nor length of time our gratitude efface- 
Besides what endless honour you shall gain. 
To save and shelter Troy*s unhappy train. 
Now, by my sovereign, and his fate, I swear— 
Renowned for faith in peace, for force in war- 
Oft our alliance other lands desired. 
And, what we seek of you, of us required. 
Despise not then, that in our hands we bear 
These holy boughs, and sue with words of prayer. 
Fate and the gods, by their supreme command. 
Have doomed our ships to seek the Latian land. 
To these abodes our fleet Apollo sends ; 
Here Dardanus was bom, and hither tends ; 
Where Tuscan Tyber rolls with rapid force. 
And where Numicus opes his holy source. 
Besides, our prince presents, with his request. 
Some small remains of what his sire possessed. 



This golden diarger» snatched from burning Troy# 

Anchisea djd in sacrifice employ ; 

This royal robe and this tiara wore 

Old Priam, and this golden sceptre bor^ 

In full assemblies^ and in solemn games ; 

These purple vests were weaved by Dardan dames.*" 

Thus wnile he spoke, Latinus roU'd around 
His eyes, and fix'd a while upon the ffround. 
Intent he seem'd, and anxious in his breast ; 
Not by the sceptre moved, or kingly vest, 
But pondering future things of wonorous weights- 
Succession, empire, and his daughter's fate. 
On these he mused within his thoughtful mind. 
And then revolved what Faunus b^ divined. 
This was the foreign prince, by fate decreed 
To share his sceptre, and Lavinia's bed : 
This was the race, that sure portents foreshew 
To sway the world, and land and sea subdue. 
At length he raised his cheerful head, and spoke :-— 
" The powers," said he, " the powers we both invoke, 
To you, and yours, and mine, propitious be. 
And firm our purpose with their augury ! 
Have what you ask ; your presents I receive ; 
Land, where and when you please, with ample leave; 
Partake and use my kingdom as your own ; 
All shall be yours, while I command the crown.. 
And, if my wish'd alliance please your king. 
Tell him he should not sena the peace, but bring: 
Then let him not a friend's embraces fear ; 
The peace is made when I behold him here. 
Besides this answer, tell my royal guest, 
I add to his commands my own request : 
Only one daughter heirs my crown and state. 
Whom not our oracles, nor heaven, nor fate, 
Nor frequent prodigies, permit to join ^ 

With any native of the Ausonian line. 
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A foreign son-inJaw shall come from far, 
(Such is our doom,) a chief renown'd in war, 
Whose race shall bear aloft the Latian name. 
And through the conquered world diffuse oiir fiune. 
Himself to be the man the fates require, 
I firmly judge, and, what I judge, desire.** 
He said, and then on eac^ bestow'd a steed. 
Three hundred horses, in high stables fed. 
Stood ready, shining all, and smoothly dressed : 
Of these he chose the fairest and the oest. 
To mount the Trojan troop. At his oommand. 
The steeds caparisoned with purple stand. 
With golden trapping?, glorious to behold, . 
And champ betwixt their teeth the foaming gold. 
Then to his absent guest the king decreed • 
A pair of coursers bom of heavenly breed, 
Wno from their nostrils breathed etheteal fire ; 
Whom Circe stole from her celestial sire. 
By substituting mares produced on earth. 
Whose wombs conceived a more than mortal birtii. 
These draw the chariot which Latinus sends. 
And the rich present to the prince commends. ' 
Sublime on stately steeds the Trojans borne. 
To their expecting lord with peace return. 

But jealous Juno, from Pachynus' height. 
As she from Argos took her airy flight. 
Beheld, with envious eyes, this hateful sight. 
She saw the Trojan, and his joyful train, • 
Descend upon the shore, desert the main. 
Design a town, and, with unhoped success. 
The embassadors return with promised peace 
Then, pierced with pain,she shook her haughty head, 
Sigh'd from her inward soul, and thus she said :-— 
" O hated offspring of my Phrygian foes ! 
O fates of Troy, which Juno's fates oppose ! 
Could they not fall unpitied on the plain, 
But slain revive, and taken 'scape again ? 
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When execrable Ttay in nhes ky. 

Through fires and swords and seas they farced their 

way. 
Then yanauisb^d Juno must in vain contendt— * « 
Her rage disarni*d, her empire at an end ! 
Breathless and tired, is all my fury spent ? 
Or does my glutted spleen at length relent ? 
As if 'twere little from their town to chase» 
I through the seas pursued their exiled race ; 
Engaged the heavens, opposed the stormy main ; 
But billows roar'd, and tempests raged in vain. 
What have my S<7llas and my Syrtes done. 
When these they overpass^ and those they ^un ? 
On Tyber^s shores they land, secure of fate^ 
Triumphant o'er the storms and Juno's hate ! 
Mars could in mutual blood the Centaurs bathe, 
And Jove himself gave way to Cynthia's wrath. 
Who sent the tusky boar to Calydon ; 
(What great ofience had either people done ?) 
But I, the consort of the Thunderer, 
Have waged a long and unsuccessful war. 
With various arts and arms in vain have toil'd, 
And by a morttil man at length am ft)ird ! 
If native power prevail not, shall 1 doubt 
To seek for needful succour from without ? 
If Jove and heaven my just desires deny, 
Hell shall the power of heaven and Jove supply. 
Grant that the Fates have firm'd, by th^ir decree. 
The Trojan race to reign in Italy : 
At least I can defer the nuptial day. 
And, with protracted wars, the peace delay : 
With blood the dear alliance shall be bought. 
And both the people near destruction brought ; 
So shall the son-in law and father join. 
With ruin, war, and waste of either line. 
O fatal maid ! thy marriage is endow'd 
With Phrygian, Latian, and liutulian blood ! 
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Bellona leads thee to thy lover's hand ; 
Another queen brings fwtb another brandt 
To bum with foreif^^ fires another land ! 
A second Paris» differing but in name* 
Shall fire his country with a second flame.'' 

Thus having said, she sinks beneath the ground. 
With furious baste, and shoots the Stygum sound. 
To rouse Alecto from the infernal seat 
Of her dire sisters, and their dark retreat. 
This Fury, fit for her intent, she chose ; 
One who delights in wars, and human woes. 
Even Pluto Imtes his own mis*shapen race ; 
Her sister Furies fly her hideous race ; 
So frightful are the forms the monstar takes, 
So fierce the hissings of her speckled snakes* 
Her Juno finds, and thus inflames her spite : — 
" O virgin daughter of eternal Night, 
Give me this once thy labour, to sustain 
My right, and execute my just disdain. 
Let not the Trojans, with a feign*d pretence 
Of proffer'd peace, delude the Latian prince. 
Expel from Italy that odious name. 
And let not Juno suffer in her fame. 
'Tis thine to ruin realms, o'ertum a state. 
Betwixt the dearest fiiends to raise debate. 
And kindle kindred blood to mutual hate. 
Thy hand o'er towns the funeral torch displays. 
And forms a thousand ills ten thousand ways. 
Now shake, from out thy fruitful breast, the seedjs 
Of envy, discord, and of cruel deeds : 
Confound the peace establish'd, and prepare 
Their souls to hatred, and their hands to war.** 
Smear'd as she was with black Gorgonean blood. 
The Fury sprang above the Stygian flood : 
And on her wicker wings, sublime through night. 
She to the Latian palace took hex flight : 
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There sought the queen's apArtment, stood before 

The peaceful threshold, and besieged the door. 

Restless Amata lay, her swelling breast 

Fired with disdain for Turnus tnspossess'd, 

And the new nuptials of the Trojan guest. 

From her black bloody locks the Fury shakes 

Her darling plague, the fayourite of her snakes : 

With her full force she threw the poisonous dirt. 

And fix'd it deep within Amata's neart. 

That, thus envenomed, she might kindle rage. 

And sacrifice to strife her house and husbano's age. 

Unseen, unfelt, the fiery serpent skims 

Betwixt her linen and her naked limbs^ 

His baleful breath inspiring as he glides. 

Now like a chain around her neck tie rides. 

Now like a fillet to her head repairs. 

And with his circling volumes folds her hairs. 

At first the silent venom slid with ease. 

And seized her cooler senses by degrees ; 

Then, ere the infected mass was fired too far. 

In plaintive accents she began the war. 

And thus bespoke her husband :— *' Shall,** she said, 

" A wandering prince enjoy Lavinia's bed ? 

If nature plead not in a parent's heart. 

Pity my tears, and pity ner desert. 

I know, my dearest lord, the time will come. 

You would, in vain, reverse your cruel doom : 

The faithless pirate soon will set to sea. 

And bear the royal virgin far away ! 

A guest like him, a Trojan guest before. 

In shew of friendship sought the Spartan shore, 

And ravished Helen from her husband bore. 

Think on a king's inviolable word ; 

And think on Turnus, her once plighted lord. 

To this false foreigner you give your throne. 

And wrong a friend, a kinsman, and a son. 
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lUsume yoor ancient care ; and, if tlie god 
Your tire, and you, resolre on foreign blood. 
Know all are forei^, in a larger aense, 
Not bom your fumecto, or derived from henoe. 
Then, if the line of Tumui you retrace, 
He apringn from Inaehui of Arsire race.^ 
But, when she taw her reasons idly spent. 
And eould not more him from his fix*d intent, 
8he flew to rage ; for now the snake possessed 
Her rital parts, and poisoned all her breast 
She rnres, she runs with a distracted pace. 
And fills, with horrid howls, the public nlace. 
And, as young striplings whip the top for sport. 
On the smooth pavement of an empty court ; 
The wooden engine flies and whirls about. 
Admired, with clamours, of the beardless rout ; 
Thev lash aloud ; each other they provoke, 
Ancf lend their little souls at every stroke : 
Thus fares the queen ; and thus her fury blows 
Amidst the crowd, and kindles as she goes: 
Nor yet content, she strains her malice more. 
And adds new ills to those contrived before : 
She flies the town, and, mixing with, a throujg 
Of madding matrons, bears the bride aliong. 
Wandering through woods ilnd wild^, and devious 

ways, 
And with these arts the Trojan match delays. 
She feign*d the rites of Bacchus ; cried aloud. 
And to the buxom god the virgin von^d. 
'' Evtt ! O Bacchus !*" thus began the song ; 
And •• Ev« r* answered all the female throng. 
" O virgin worthy thee alone f* she cried ; 
** O worthy thee alone !** the crew replied. 



* Or Carey f ubftitutei the more sonoroui ejaculation, Euai I 
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** For thee she feeds her hair, she leads thy danoe^ 
And with th^ winding ivy wreaths her lanoe.** 
Like fury seized the rest : the progress known^ 
All seek the mountains, and forsake the. town : 
All, clad in skins of beasts, tb^ javelin bear. 
Give to the wanton >vrinds their flowing hair, 
And shrieks and shoutings rend the. sufferings 
The queen herself, inspired with rage divine,. 
Shook high above her head, a Darning pine. 
Then roU'd her hagard eyes .around the throng. 
And sung, in Turnup' name, the nuptial song :^ 
^' lo ! ye Latiau dames, if any here 
Hold your unhappv qu^en, Aff ata, dear ; 
If there be here," she said, ^' who, dare maintain 
My right, nor think the name of mother vain ; 
Unbind your fillets, looee ypur flowing. hair^ 
And orgies and nocturnal rites prepare." 
Amata*s breast the Fury thus invades* 
And fires with rage, amid, the sylvan shades^ 
Then, when she found her venom spread; sot far^. 
The royal house embroil'd in civil war. 
Raised on her dusky wings, she deaves the skieSy 
And seeks the palace where young Turnus 
His town, as Fame reports, was buUt of old. 
By Dana^, pregnant with almighty gold. 
Who fled her tather's rage, and with a train 
Of following Argives, through the stormy mainj 
Driven by the southern blasts was fated here to 
reign. 

'Twas Ardua once : now Ardea's name it bears ; 
Once a fair city, now consumed with years ; 
Here, in his lofly palace, Turnus lay. 
Betwixt the confines of the ni^ht and day^ 
Secure in sleep. — The Fury laid aside 
Her looks and limbs, and with new methods tried 
The foulness of the infernal form to hide. 

6 
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Fiopp'd on m ttaff, the takes a trembling mien ! 
Her iace is furrow'd^ and her front obscene ; 
Deep-dinted wrinkles on her cheek she draws ; 
Sunk are lier eyes, and toothless are her jaws ; 
Her hoary hair with hoary fillets bound, 
Her temples with an olive wreath are crown'd. 
Old Chalybe, who kept the sacred fane 
Of Juno, now she seem*d, and thus began, 
Appearing inadream, torousethecareless man :— 
** Snail Tumus then such endless toil sustain 
In fighting fields, and conquer towns in vain ? 
Win, for a Trojan head to wear the prize. 
Usurp thy crown, enjoy thy victories ? 
The bride and sc>eptre, which thy blood has bought. 
The king transfers ; and foreign heirs are sought. 
Go now, deluded man, and seek again 
New toils, new dangers, on the duster plain ! 
Repel the Tuscan foes ; their city seize ; 
Protect the Latians in luxurious ease ! 
This dream all-powerful Juno sends ; I beat 
Her mighty mandates, and her words you hear. 
Haste ! arm your Ardeans ; issue to the plain ; 
With faith to friend, assault the Trojan train : 
Their thoughtless chiefs, their painted ships, that lie 
In Tyber's mouth, with fire and sword destroy. 
The Latian king, unless he shall submit. 
Own his old promise, and his new forget^ 
Let him, in arms, the power of Tumus prove, 
And learn to fear whom he disdains to love. 
For such isheaven'soommand.** Theyouthful prince 
With scorn replied, and made this bold defence :«— 
*' You tell me, mother^ what I knew befovel 
The Phrydan fleet is landed on the shore. 
I neither ^ar nor will provoke the war ; 
My fate is Juno*s most peculiar care. 
But time has made you dote^ and vainly tell 
Of arms, imagined in your lonely cell. 
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Go ! be the temple and the gods your ^are ; 
Permit to men the thought of peace and war." 

These haughty words Alecto's rage provoke^ 
And frighted Turnus trembled as she spoke. 
Her eyes grow stiffen'd, and with sulphur burn ; 
Her hideous looks and hellish form return ; 
Her curling snakes with hissinj^s fill the place. 
And open all the furies of her race : . , 

Then, darting fire from her malignant eyes. 
She cast him backward as he strove to rise, 
And, lingering, sought to frame some new replies. 
High on her head she rears two twisted snakes : 
Her chains she rattles, and her whip she shakes ; 
And, churning bloody foam, thus loudly speaks: — 
^' Behold whom time has made to dote, and tell 
Of arms, imagined in her lonely cell ! 
Behold the Fates' infernal minister ! 
War, death, destruction, in my hand I bear.*' 

Thu8havingsaid,hersmoulderingtorch,impress'd 
With her fullforce, she plunged into his breast. 
Aghast he waked ; &nd, starting from his bed. 
Cold sweat, in clammy drops, his limbs o*erspread.*-^ 
*' Arms ! arms !** he cries : ** my sword and shield 

prepare !** 
He breathes defiance, blood, and mortal war. 
So, when with crackling flames a cauldron fries. 
The bubbling waters from the bottom rise : 
Above the brims they force their fiery way ; 
Black vapours climb aloft, and cloud the day. 

The peace polluted thus, a chosen band 
He first commissions to the Latian land, 
In threatening embassy ; then raised the rest. 
To meet in arms the intruding Trojan guest. 
To force the foes from the Lavinian shore. 
And Italy's endangered peace restore. 
Himself alone an equal match he boasts. 
To fight the Phrygian and Ausonian hosts. 
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The gods in¥oked, the Rutuli prepare 
Their arms, and warm each other to the war. 
His beauty these^ and those his blooming age,. 
The rest his house and his own fame engage. 

While Tumus urges thus his enterpnze^ 
The Stygian Fury to the Trojans flies ; 
New frauds invents^ and takes a steepy stand. 
Which overlooks the vale with wide command ; 
Where fair Ascanius and his youthful train, 
With horns and hounds^ a hunting match ordainj 
And pitch their toils around the shady plain. 
The Fury fires the pack ; they snuffy they vent. 
And feed their hungry nostrils with the scent. 
'Twas of a well-grown stag, whose antlers rise 
High o'er his fronts his beams invade the skies. 
From this light cause^ the infernal maid prepares 
The country churls to mischief, hate, and wars. 

The stately beast the two Tyrrhidae bred, 
Snatch'd from his dam, and the tame younglhig fed. 
Their father Tyrrheus did his fodder bring, 
Tvrrheus, chief ranger to the Latian king : 
Their sister Silvia cherish'd with her care 
The little wanton, and did wreaths prepare 
To hang his budding horns, with ribbbns tied 
His tender neck, and comb'd his silken hide. 
And bath'd his body. Patient of command 
In time he grew, and, growing used to hand. 
He waited at his master's board for food ; 
Then sought his savage kindred in the wpod» 
Where grazing all the day, at night he came 
To his Known lodgings, and his country dame. 
This household beast, that used the woodJand 

grounds. 
Was view'd at first by the young hero's hounds. 
As down the stream he swam, to seek retreat 
In the cool waters, and to quench his heat. 
Ascanius, young, and eager of his game» 
Soon bent his bow, uncertain in his aim : 
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But the dire fieiMl the &tal arrow ffuideSi 
Which pierced his bow^els through his panting^sides. 
The bleeding creature issues from the floods^ Ik 
Possessed with fear, and seeks his known abodes, > 
His old familiar hearth, and housdiold gods, ) 
He faUs ; he fills the house with 'heavy groans, 
Implores their pity, and his pain bemoans. 
Young fiiltia beats her breast, and cries aloud 
(Fw succour from the clownish neighbourhood : 
The churls assemble ; for. the fiend, who lay 
%n the dose woody covert, urged their way. 
One with a brand yet burning from the flame, 
Arm^ with a knotty dub another came : 
Whatever they catch or find, without their care. 
Their fury makes an instrument of war. 
Tvrrheus, the foster-father of the beast, 
IFhen dench'd a hatchet in his homy fist. 
But held his hand firom the descending stroke, 1 
And left his wedge within the cloven oak, > 

To whet their courage, and their rase provoke, j 
And now the goddess, exercised in ill, 
•Wiho watch'd an hour to work her impious wUl, 
Ascends the roof, and to her crooked horn, 
Sudh as was then by Latian shepherds borne. 
Adds all her Inreath. The r6cks and woods around. 
And mountains, tremble at the infernal sound. 
The sacred lake of Trivia from afar. 
The Veline fountains, and sulphurous Nar, 
Shake at the baleful blast, the signal of the war. 
Young mothers wildly stare, witn fear possess'd. 
And strain their helpless infants to their breast. 

The downs, a boisterous, rude, ungoveni'd crew. 
With furious haste to the loud summons flew. 
The powers of Troy, then issuing on the plain. 
With fresh recruits their youthful chief sustain : 

VOL. xrv. • 2 F 
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Not theirs a raw and unexperienced train^ 

But a firm body of embattled men. 

At first while fortune favoured neither side^ 

The fight with clubs and burning brands was tried : 

But now, both parties reinforced, the fields 

Are bright with flaming swords and brazen shidds. 

A shining harvest either host displays. 

And shoots against the sun with equal rays. 

Thus, when a black-brow'd gust begins to rise, 
White foam at first on the curl'd ocean fiies ; 
Then roars the main, the billows mount the skies; 
Till, by the fury of the storm full blown. 
The muddy bottom o'er the clouds is thrown. 

First Almon falls, old Tyrrheus' eldest care. 
Pierced with an arrow fi-om the distant war : 
Fix'd in his throat the flying %veapon stood. 
And stopp'd his breath, and drank his vital blood. 
Huge heaps of slain around the body rise : 
Among the rest, the rich Galesus lies ; 
A good old man, while peace he preach'd in vain. 
Amidst the madness of the unruly train : 
Five herds, five bleating flocks, his pastures €S^i ; 
His lands a hundred yoke of oxen till'd. 
Thus, while in equal scales their fortune stood, ^ 
The Fury bath'd thiem in each other's blood ; 
Then, having fix'd the fight, exulting flies. 
And bears fulfiU'd her promise to the skies. 
To Juno thus she speaks : — " Behold ! 'tis done. 
The blood already drawn, the war begun ; 
The discord is complete ; nor can they cease 
The dire debate, nor you command the jpeace. 
Now, since the Latian and the Trojan brood 
Have tasted vengeance, and the sweets of blood ; 
Speak, and my power shall add this office more : 
The neighbouring nations of the Ausonian shore 
Shall hear the dreadful rumour, from afar. 
Of arm'd invasion, and embrace the war.** 
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Then Juno thus :— " The grateful work is done, 
The seeds of disoord sow'd, the war begun : 
Frauds, fears, and fury, have possessed the state, 
And fix'd the causes of a lasting hate. 
A bloody Hymen shall the alliance join 
Betwixt the Trojan and Ausonian line : 
But thou with speed to night and hell repair ; 
For not the gods, nor angrv Jove will bear 
Thy lawless wandering walks in upper air. 
Leave what remains to me." Saturnia said : 
The sullen fiend her sounding wings displayed. 
Unwilling left the light, and sought the nether 

shade. 

In midst of Italy, well known to fame. 
There lies a lake ( Amsanctus is the name) 
Below the lofty mounts : on either side 
Thick forests the forbidden entrance hide. 
Full in the centre of the sacred wood. 
An arm arises of the Stygian flood, 
Which,breaking from beneath with bellowing sound. 
Whirls the black waves and rattling stones around. 
Here Pluto pants for breath from out his cell. 
And opens wide the grinning jaws of hell. 
To this infernal lake the Fury flies ; 
Here hides her hated head, and frees the labouring 

skies. 
Satumian Juno now, with double care. 
Attends the fatal process of the war. 
The clowns, returned from battle, bear the slain. 
Implore the gods, and to their king complain. 
The corpse of Almon, and the rest, are shown : 
Shrieks, clamours, murmurs, fill the frighted town. 
Ambitious Turnus in the press appears. 
And, aggravating crimes, augments their fears ; 
Proclaims his pnvate injuries aloud, ^ 

A solemn promise made, and disavowed ; >• 

Aforeign 8oni88ought,andamix'd mongrel brood. J 
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Then they, whose hiothers, frantic with their fear, ^ 
In woods and wilds the flags of Bacchus bear, v 
And lead his dances with dishevelVd hair, . } 
Increase the clamour, and the war demand, 
(Such was Amata*s interest in the land,) 
Against the public sanctions of the peade. 
Against all omens of their ill success. 
"S^ith fates aVerse, the rout in arms iresort. 
To force their monarch, and insult the court. 
But, like a rock unmoved, a rock that braves 
Xhe raging tempest and the rising wayes-^ 
Pr6pp'd on himself he stands ; his solid d^eii 
Wash off the sea-weeds, and the soundiTig tides — 
So stood the pious prince unmoved, aAd long 
Sustained the tnadness of the noisy throng. 
But, when he found that Juno's power ^eVaiFd, 
And all the methods of cool counsel faird, 
He calls the gods to witness their offence, 
Disclaims the war, asserts his innocence. 
" Hurried by fate,** he cries, " and bortie before 
A furious wmd, we leave the faithful shore ! 

more than madmen ! you yourselves tahu] bear 
The guilt of blood and sacrilegious war : 

Thou, Tumus, shalt atone it by thy fate. 

And pray to heaven for peace, but pray too late. 

For me, my stormy voyage at an end, 

1 to the port of death securely tend. 

The funeral pomp which to vour kings ycfti ^pay. 
Is iall I want, irnd all you tatce away.*' 
He said no more, but, in his walls con Ailed, 
Shut out the Woes which he too well diVinM ; 
Nor with the rising storm would vaiply strive. 
But left the 'helm, and let the vessel drive. 

A solemn custom was observed of old. 
Which I.atinin held, and 'now the Kotnans hdld. 
Their standard when in fighting fields they tefir 
Against the fierce BTyfcatiians, or declbre 
The Scythian, Indian, or Arabian war— 



Then, when the sacred senate votes the wars, 
The Roman ponsul their decree declares. 
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Or from the boasting P^rthians would regain 
T^eir eagles, lost in Carrae's bloody plain. 
Two gates of steel, (the name of Mars they bear. 
And still are worshipp'd with religious fear) 
Before his temple stand : the dire abode. 
And the feared issues of the furious god, 
Are fenced with brazen bolts ; without the gates, 
The wary guardian Janus doubly waits. 

... 

And in his robes the sounding gates unbars. J 
The youth in military shouts arise, 
And the Ipud trumpets break the yielding skies. 
These rites, of old by sovereign princes used. 
Were the king's office : but the king refused. 
Deaf to their cries, nor would the gates unbar 
Of sacred peace, or loose the imprisoned war ; 
But hid his head, and, safe from loud alarms, 
Abhorr'd the wicked ministry of arms. 
Thenheaven'simperiousqueenshotdownfromhigh; 
At her approach the brazen hinges fly ; 
The gates are forced, arid every falling bar ; 
And, like a tempest, issues out the war. 
The peaceful cities of the Ausonian shore, 
LuU'd in their ease, and undisturb'd before. 
Are all on Are ; and some, with studious care. 
Their restive steeds in sandy plains prepare ; 
Some their soft limbs in painfiil marches try. 
And war is all their wish, and arms the general cry. 
Part scour their rusty shields with seam ; and part 
New grind the blunted axe, and point the dart : 
With joy they view the waving ensigns fly. 
And hear the trumpet's clangor pierce the sky. 
Five cities forge their arms — the Atinian powers, 
Antemne, ^ibur with her lofty towers, 
Ardea the proud, the Crustumerian town : 
All these of old were places of renown. 
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Some hammer helmets for the fighting field ; 
Some twine young sallows to support the shield ; 
The corselet some» and some the cuishes mouldy 
With silver plated, and with ductile gdld. 
The rustic honours of the scythe and share 
Give place to swords and plumes, the pride of war. 
Old faulchions are new tempered in the fires : 
The sounding trumpet every soul inspires. 
The word is given ; with eager speed they lace 
The shining head-piece, and the shield embrace. 
The neighing steeds are to the chariots tied ; 
The tnisty weapon sits on every side. 

And, now the mighty labour is begun^ 
Ye Muses, open all your Helicon. 
Sing you the chiefs that sway'd the Ausonian land, 
Their arms, and armies under their command ; 
What warriors in our ancient clime were bred ; 
What soldiers followed, and what heroes led. 
For well you know, and can record alone. 
What fame to future times conveys but darkly down. 

Mezentius first appear'd upon the plain : 
Scorn sate upon his brows, and sour disdain, 
Defying earth and heaven. Etruria lost, 
He brings to Tumus' aid his baffled host. 
The charming Lausus, full of youthful fire^ 
Rode in the rank, and next his sullen sire ; 
To Turnus only second in the grace 
Of manly mien, and features oithe face. 
A skilful horseman, and a huntsman bred. 
With fates averse a thousand men he led : 
His sire unworthy of so brave a son ; 
Himself well worthy of a happier throne. 

Next Aventinus drives his chariot round 
The Latian plains, with palms and laurels crowned. 
Proud of his steeds, he smokes along the field ; 
His father's hydra fills his ample shield : 



V.I.. 
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•• • 1- 

I ■: r . 

s 

/ .A hundred serpents hiss about the brims ; 

:• ijihe son of Hercules he justly seems, 

;;■ .;il)y his broad shoulders and gigantic limbs-^ 
.. iipf heavenly part, and part of earthly blood, 
..^>A: mortal woman mixing with a god. 

'• ^i^KorrStrong Alcides, after he had slain 
' liThe triple Geryon, drove from conquered Spain 
jHis captive herds ; and, thence in triumph led, 

•;. ^yOti Tuscan Tyber's flowery banks they fed. 

\* .'$!fhen, on Mount Aven tine, the son of Jove 

7v;!*^e pi^^^ Rhea found, and forced to love. 

■^ 'fi*^ VB'^or arms, his men long piles and javelins bore? 

;' --'iVp^ poles with pointed steel their foes in battle gore. 

/'. ' tLifc^ Hercules himself, his son a^ppears 

'....;; /In .siavage pomp ; a lion's hide he wears ; 

; '' > Abput his shoulders hangs the shaggy skin ; 

.'• ;Tht teeth and gaping jaws severely grin. 

^';: :V) l!t)^s, like the god his father, homely drest, 

;';;',;r*Hfe strides into the hall, a horrid guest. 

;;j l!lhen two twin-brothers from fair Tibur came, 

■ ;. ^: (Which from their brother Tiburs took the name^) 
'•; Fierce Coras and Catillus, void of fear: 
•• • Arm'd Argive horse theyled,and in the front appear, 
' . Like cloud-born Centaurs, from the mountain's 

. 1 ; • height 

•• *y. With rapid course descending to the flght ; 

1' I sThey rush along, the rattling woods give way ; 
Ht ^he branches bend before their sweepysway. 
?• .Jlor Svas Praeneste's founder wanting there, 
. i W;hofm fame reports the son of Mulqiber : 
I IPpund in the fire, and foster'd in the plains, 
\ A shepherd and a king at once he reigns, 
* And leads to Turnus' aid his country swains. 
. HiS; own Praeneste sends a chosen band, 
* Wiilh those who plough Saturnia's Gabine land ; 
Bei$ides the succour which cold Anien yields. 
The rocks of Hernicus, and dewy fields, 






456 iCKElS^ Til. 

Axk2Lgnm fat, and father Amasen^-r- 

A numerous rout, but all of naked men : 

Nor arms they wear, nor swords and bucklers wieM, 

Nor drive the chariot through the dusty field, :/, . 

But whirl from leathern slings huge balls of lead, '. 

And spoils of yellow wolves adorn their bead ; * . • 

The letfc foot naked, when they match to %b^ 

But in a bull's raw hide they sheath the rij^t. 

Messapus next, (great Neptune was his sire,) . j-. . 
Secure of steel, and fated from the fire, > 

In pomp appears, and with his ardour warms 4^ 
A heartless train, unexercised in arms : ,*! 

The just Faliscans he to battle brings. 
And those who live where lake Ciminius springs; '. 
And where Feronia's grove and temple stands,; 
Who till Fescennian or Flavinian land»: 
All these in order march, and marching sing 
The warlike actions of their sea-bom kine ; 
Like a long team of snowy swans on high. 
Which dap their wings, and cleave the uquid sky> j 
When, homeward from their watery pastures borne, • 
They sing, and Asia's lakes their notes retnm. 
Not one, who heard their music from afar, 
Would think these troops an army train'd to war. 
But flocks of fowl, that, when the tempests roar, \ 
With their hoarse gabbling seek the silent shore. ■'■ 

Then Clausus came, who led a numerous band ': 
Of troops embodied fVom the Sabine land. 
And, in himself alone, an army brought. 
'Twas he the noble Claudian race begot. 
The Claudian race, ordain'd, in times to come^ 
I'o share the greatness of imperial Rome. 
He led the Cures forth of old renown, 
Mutuscans from their olive-bearing town. 
And all the Eretian powers ; besides a band 
That followed from Velinum's dewy land, 
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And Amitemian troops, of mighty &me, 
And mountaineers, that from Severus came, 
And from the craggy cliffs of Tetrica, 
And those where yellow Tyber takes his way, 
And where Himella's wanton waters play. 
Casperia sends her arms, with those that lie 
By Fabaris, and fruitful Foruli : 
Tae warlike aids of Horta next appear. 
And the cold Nursians come to close the rear, 
Mix'd with the natives born of Latine blood. 
Whom Allia washes with her &tal flood. 
Not thicker billows beat the Libyan main, 
When pale Orion sets in wintery rain. 
Nor thicker harvests on rich Hermus rise. 
Or Lycian fields, when Phcebus burns the skies. 
Than stand these troops: their bucklers ring around: 
Their trampUng turns the turf, and shakes the solid 
ground. 

High in his chariot then Halesus came, 
A £3e by birth to Troy's unhappy name : 
From Agamemnon bom — ^to Tumus' aid, 
A thousand men the youthful hero led. 
Who till the Massic soil, for wine renown'd, 
And fierce Auruncans from their hilly ground, 
And those who live by Sidicinian shores. 
And where with shoaly fords Vultumus roars, 
Cales' and Osca's old inhabitants^ 
And rough Saticulans, inured to wants. 
Light demi-lances from afar they throw. 
Fastened with leathern thongs, to gall the foe. 
Short crooked swords in closer fi^ht they wear, 
And on their warding arm light bucklers heax. 

Nor, (Ebalus, shalt thou be left unsung. 
From nymph Sebethis and old Telon sprung. 
Who then m Teleboan Capri reign'd ; 
But that short isle the ambitious youth disdain'd, 
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And o'er CampanU stretch'd hia ample sway. 
Where swelling Samus seeks the Tyrrhene 
O'er Batulum, and where Abella sees. 
From her high towers, the harvest of her trees.* 
And these (as was the Teuton use of old) 
Wield brazen swords, and brazen bucklers hold ; 
Slin^ weighty stones when from afar they fight ; 
Their casques are cork, a covering thick and light. 

Next these in rank, the warlike Ufens went. 
And led the mountain troops that Nursia sent. 
The rude .£quiculae his rule obey'd ; 
Hunting their sport, and plundering was their trade. 
In arms they ploughed, to battle still prepared : 
Their soil was barren, and their hearts were hard. 

Umbro the priest the proud Marrubians led. 
By King Archippus sent to Turn us' aid. 
And peaceful olives crown'd his hoary head. 
His wand and holy words, the viper's rage. 
And venom'd wounds of serpents, could assuage. 
He, when he pleased with powerful juice to steep 
Their temples, shut their eyes in pleasing sleep. 
But vain were Marsian herbs, and magic art. 
To cure the wound given by the Dardan dart. 
Yet his untimely fate the Angitian woods 
In sighs remurmur'd to the Fucine floods. 
The son of famed Hippolytus was there. 
Famed as his sire, and, as his mother, fair ; 
Whom in Egerian groves Aricia bore. 
And nursed his youth along the marshy shore, 
Where great Diana's peaceful altars flame. 
In fruituil fields ; and Virbius was his name. 
Hippolytus, as old records have said. 
Was by his stepdame sought to share her bed : 
But, when no female arts nis mind could move, 
She turn'd to furious hate her impious love. 

* Note III. 
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Tom by wild horses on the sandy shore, 
Another's crimes the unhappy hunter bore, 
(j^lutting his father's eyes with guiltless gore. 
But chaste Diana, who his death deplored, 
With ^sculapian herbs his life restored : 
When Jove, who saw from high, with just disdain. 
The dead inspired with vital breath again. 
Struck to the centre, with his flaming dart. 
The unhappy founder of the godlike art. 
But Trivia kept in secret shades alone. 
Her care, Hippolytus, to fate unknown ; 
And caird him Virbius in the Egerian grove, 
Where then he lived obscure, but safe from Jove. 
For this, from Trivia's temple and her wood, 
Arecoursers driven, who shed their master'sblood 
Affrighted by the monsters of the flood. 
His son, the second Virbius, yet retain'd 
His father's art ; and warrior steeds he rein'd. 
Amid the troops, and like the leading god. 
High o'er the rest in arms, the graceful Tumus rode : 
A triple pile of plumes his crest adorn'd. 
On which with belching flames Chimaera bum'd : 
The more the kindled combat rises higher. 
The more with fury burns the blazing fire. 
Fair lo graced his shield ; but Id now 
With horns exalted stands, and seems to low— 
A noble charge ! her keeper by her side. 
To watch her walks, his hundred eyes applied ; 
And on the brims her sire, the watery god, 
Roird from his silver urn his crystal flood. 
A cloud of foot succeeds, and fills the fields 
With swords, and pointed spears, and clattering 

shields ; 
Of Argive, and of old Sicanian bands. 
And those who plough the rich Rutulian lands ; 
Auruncan youth, and those Sacrana yields. 
And the proud Labicans, with painted shields. 
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4.nd those who near Nuioioigii itreama vwde, 
J^nd those whom Tyber*i holy forests hide, 
Qr Circe's hiUa from the main land divide ; 
Where Ufens glides along the lowly lands. 
Or the black water of Foraptina stands. 

Last from the Volscians fair Camilla came, 
And led her warlike troops, a warrior dame : 
Unbred to spinning, in the loom unskill'd, 
She chose the nobler Pallas of the field. 
Mix'd with the first, the fierce virago fought. 
Sustained the toils of arms, the danger sought. 
Outstripped the winds in speed upon the plain. 
Flew o'er the fidbi, nor hurt the oearded ffrain : 
She swept the seas, and, as she skimm*d along. 
Her flving feet unbatbed on billows hung. 
Men, boys, and women, stupid with surprise. 
Where'er she passes, fix their wondering eyes : 
Longing they look, and gaping at the sight, 
Devour her o'er and o'er with vast delight ; 
Her purple habit sits with such a grace 
On her smooth shoulders, and so suits her face ; 
Her head with ringlets of her hair is crown'dt 
And in a golden caul the curls are bound. 
She shakes her myrtle javelin ; and, behind. 
Her Lycian quiver dances in the wind. 
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NOTES 



ON 



iENEiS, ftxiolK vii, 



Strange to relate! thejlames, involved Hn imJohe, &e.— P. 4k8d* 

Virgil, in this place, takes notice of a great secret in the Ro« 
man divination : the lambent fires, which rose above the head, 
or played about it^ were signs of prosperity ; such were those 
which he observed in the second ^ne'id^ which were seen mount* 
ing from the crown of Ascanius— 

Ecce, levis summo de vertice vUus luli 
Fundere hivnen apex. 

Smoky flames (or involved in smoke) were of a mixed omen : 
such were those which are here described } for smoke signifies 
tears, because it produces them, and fiames happiness. And 
therefore Virgil says, that this ostent was not only mirabile vUuf 
but horreTidum. 

Note II. 
Only one daughter heirs my crown and state,~^F. 439* 

This has seemed to some an odd passage ; that a king should 
offer his daughter and heir to a stranger prince, anda wanderer, 
before he had seen him, and when he had only heard of his arri- 
val on his coasts. But these critics have ndt well dorisidinred the 
simplicity of former times, when the heroines almost courted the 
marriage of illustrious men. Yet Virgil here obser^'es the rule 

8 
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of decency: Lavinui offers not henelf ; it is Letinos, who pro- 
pounds toe match ; and he had been foretold, both by an angor 
and an oracle, that he should have a foreign son-in-law, who 
was also a hero;— fiithers, in those ancient ages, considering birth 
and virtue, more than fortune, in the placing of their daughters ; 
which 1 could prove by various examples ; the contrary of which 
being now practised, 1 dare not say in our nation, but m France, 
has not a little darkened the lustve of their nobility. That La* 
yinia was averse to this marriage, and for what reason, I shall 
prove in its proper place. 

Note III. 



And inhere Abella sees, 



From her high towers, the fiarvest qfher trees j^^V, 458. 

I observe that Virgil names not Nola, which was not far distant 
from Abella ; perhaps, because that city (the same in which Au- 
gustus died afterwards) had once refused to give him entertain- 
ment, if we may believe the author of his life. Homer heartily 
curses another city which had used him in the same manner; but 
our author thought his silence of the Nolans a sufficient correc- 
tion. When a poet passes by a place or person, though a fair oc- 
casion offers or remembering them, it is a sign he u, or thinks 
'f> mndi disobliged.^ 



END OP THE FOURTEENTH VOLUME. 
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